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TO 


GILBERT WILCOX MEAD 


A 500777 FOR A WOMAN IN A HOUSE ON A CORNER 


Retain the superficial act, my friend. 
Don't drop your chin upon your palm end wonder. 
Don't lecerste your mind. It might not mend. 


Don't resch for lightning or se& the source of thunder, 


because the winds of time hold awful faces, 


and if the epe and ogre should be freed. 

their shadows mey obscure your gentle graces, 

your voice shout malice: your fingers curl in greed. 
Arrange your sofas, put flower s in a bowl. 

Give food to children or tele them to the park, 


* 


ro think, thin” only of your soul 


but does not let us see the man is dead. 


--Nergaret Stevely 


c. 1949. Used by permission. 


THREE AT LUNCHEON 


The | 
rejected lover: Thin’ not your patronizing air 
Is for & nonent lost on ne 
But I have long since cessed to care 
And feel fer luckier then he 
For whom you cast my love aside. 


The 
wife: To thin! I might heve been the wife 
| One time of such a nen ۶8 you 
Who've been = failure all your life. 
I see I have no csuse to rue 
The fact I chose to be his bride. 


husband: - I little thought cn thet proud cay 
When Henriette's choice fell on ne 
The heavy price I'c have to pay 
For my too essy victory, 
Or I'e heye felt less cause for pride. 


F. Meigs 


SONNET 


Beating with dewerste wines his captor's hand 
Ihe inprisoned bird strives wildly to be fre>: 
So this on- hour plucked from eternity 

Beets on my brain, nor cesses to demand 

Its freedom. Who is there can command 

Swift time to fol its wings, this hour to be 
Forever frozen in perpetuity, 

Or stop in the gless the ever-running sand? 
118 kesp you by ne never to densrt, 

If so to do but ley within ny power, 

But our love's ےوہ‎ was fate from the start. 
We shell grow old anc helf forcat this hour, 
Of all our yeers en infinitesimel part, 

Yet of their hervest its most perfect flower. 


a 


Vga‏ 1 سس جد 


SONNET 


Who knows my heart woulc find a tangled web 
Of half writ themes anc words I never spoke, 
The 0-8 end tears of fräcnds that never ebb, 
A chein of thoughts thet time can not revoke. 
There is no place within my heart for things 
Things sre but thoughts objectively 2-8 
All fond recall to my hesrt never brings 

A calling cer? which soon mey be mislaic. 
never fear to lose that which I love 

o matter whet me; happen to the worlc. 

A shattering queke or torrents from ebove 

dan not dislodge the smallest precious pearl. 

At end of day my thoughts will still turn back, 
Ane thouch 2lone, my heart will never lack. 


20 


ہوم بدا 


K. X. Schomborg 
DOMINATION 


A shackled lenc is man but week and pale, 
A waning lamp thet dully gleams its light, 
A Goleful lay that's set to cirging weil, 
And wrapped in sighs unfolds a tale ie plicht 
From throets of men that echo Linbo'c yes 
In protest there of custom's stithy bend 
That nanders hope and will to Carzened Caz 
Decrying hate thet springs fron Greec!s br 
Men pleads relerse fron seid Oppression! 
Desiring naught but steps unbridled pace, 
Unchellenged paths to follow not in vein, 
And. evermore his doughty arms encase: 
Once more to bask in freecom's joyful clime 


A wish, a creed thet tesks relentless tine. 


[an] 

, را 

iegsne 
EH - de 

S 


J. Feeley 


TRUTH 


TRUTH whom they say to have been nobody's ¿aughter 
Took off her clothes end jumped in the water. 
But the story hes only helf been told 
She died to save herself being sold 
Into collegiate vrostitutions 
Where fesr rules institutions 
And unhappy men perpetuste unhappy lies, 


Where trust, resvect or honor surely dies. 


A-s 


ے ———— —— RE RR‏ و ر ی ا و سے۔ے 


MUSIC 


Memories crowd in end haunt each vege and 2271117 
The vast becomes 2 living reslity again. 


* * i * 
Once nore 1 stenc on the faniliar bricks, 
fighting back the tears. 


The coor is closed. 
The music cone. 
I nay never return. 
Never ses you ۷] 
Never hear the music veur 
mind, soul, snc body invoked. 


Gone sre the sounds that kept my hesrt 
Gone are the werm cays and filled nich 
a 


Anc 5e I stan? here looking et the building which 
is now 2 shell - empty end haunted by chostly melocie 


m 
T 


ta- 


r^ 
. 


The book is onen--the notes sre black snc forebocing 


otation. 


when your music touched the stars. 


I yeern for those henpy hours when it wes breathing 


enc. pulsating, 
Housing vibrant living sound, 
Protecting me 
Sustrinins you. 


I realize all is pest. 
There is only the aching future. 


The pigeons flutter softly against the shut 


windows. 


The fountein continues its merry splesh. 


I walk eway. 


* * * * 
The bleck notes ere still before ne. 
This quiet cloister effuses = bitter peace. 
But with = caress I touch the keys. 
And as I beein to play, 217 sorrow nelts 
Gone is loneliness. 
Gone is materiality 
I meet you ۰ج‎ 


See rn h-er you es I echo the music you played. 


Now I know we cen always riset whenever I hear the 
tones of this -- your music» 


—Ó—À سس کس‎ AE 


SONNET 


The spot we sew had ne'er been seen before. 

lts beauty hac a poet's grace of mind 

Its coves nd ساس‎ were those of Goc's own store. 

Thus we sat cown in joy end peace to cine. 

Our feast wes thet of a great king end queen 

Whose lands and people were nature's servants 

The meets end cakes, and drinks coverec the green 

For they were offerings of earth's hermits. 

The time flew by in this heaven of ours 

Darkness came slowly through the leaves anc trees 

The majesty of our clinging towers 

Hee faded. with the sleep of bircs anf. bees. 

S wes our cream of veace on earth one time 

Strenge, with wealth our cream facec, now sublime. 
Anon. 


SONUS 
The New Tear 


The band. blares out to the swift termo best, 

A vocelist croons the last lingering lines, 
Through the smoke-filled room ringing Auld-Leng-Syne. 
The sweying, noisy crowd with frenziec feet, 

Greet the brand new year in the choking heat, 

Of = bar-room or tavern, with pu'lec blind, 

Horns blaring anc breaking and swaying with rhyme. 
Of @encers who never tire of the best. 

Of merry laughter, music, drink enc song, 

Belong to the fools who live the short liv'd bliss. 
Of a moment's gladness, forget too soon 

The music Cies, friends forget-you no more belong, 
To that siren world than to an angel!s kiss, 

So live s lively life--sometime there'!ll be another 


June. 
Anon. 
CONFLICT 
"Other Voices, Other Rooms," 
The title I've just seen, 
Is strange upon the eye, 
To one who is not keen. 
So this is art, the art of prose. 
I wonder to a weelth 
TO tale the ple of birds anc trees 
In Jd رو‎ = enish heslth. 
I doubt that I am one to sey, 
"Tale un this book enc reac!" 
For books, to me, are second to 
The planting of 2 seed. 
Anon. 


8 。 


G. We lf. 


710642 gently, goo” Thames; let not our rufe tears efiright your file. 

Flow, ebb, anî swell sgain in maternal rythm. Grester sons of your 
own -— 

Have you ha” to mourn, quietly lament, altering not for human grief 
the while. — 

It were mortal conceit then to say our loss were yours. What livery 

Wore you for Milton, for Shakespere, for Pove? Were not these especially 
your sons? _ | | | 

How then must you have hear” his sighs, who alien, was not ignorant 
of your pools, gates, an“. steirs? : 

Cunning worl fissolute, the pente? soul sees gareens of vanity, 
shrill spires, smell corners of human hell patent with equal eye. 

An^ welks in companionship with those whose bones you CO yet closely 
hice, calling them brother. 

Could you not have auickene^ therefore in sorrow, O Thames? Not have 

Been still the hour and he? men ask what signifies this? Your 
sister Chester 

Faunts yet the quiet:pools, wears Cour willow for wonte spume, 

Publishes her not to the westerly wincs, her nymphs dressed soberly. 

Let Remembrance be cast upon the flood. One tear shec here 

Must be borne separate an” Cistinct through time anc space 

With 2 mysterious sympathy thet you too shell heec. 


A-s 


REMORSE 


In these our times 

Would. that man coulc be 

What he wes, 

When in looking sbout a worlc 

Voic of men-mece machines, 

He behel = world wathy of betterment; 
An’. his soul burnec-- 

An? his hands vrofucec! 


Now Man's mind is fettere 

By the cheins of vrosverity, 
While ambition burns, smolders, 
An? cies out 

In his 803 sss 


| 


9. 
VHOSE SPRING? 


Beneath this tree perhaps someone did lie 
And watch the gulls seil by on selty wings 
And hear the wind-swept reeds so meekly sing 
The praises of the sun, the rain, the sky. 
Perhaps this man would question whether 1 
Could know the truest pleasures of this thing 
That he hed captioned "my beloved spring." 
And just because he loved the esrth and sky. 
At times eech man feels heir to grass and trees, 
And covets ev'ry flow'r end petal bright. 
He feiens an ownership to that he sees, 
The world as his own privete satellite. 
And now I sit beneath the budding trees, 
And covet, own, 211 that's within my sight. 
OER 


THE FOG 


The fog comes arm in arm with silent night, 
And veils the marsh beneath its soggy felt. 
the forms of trees within its grey do melt 
And ships end shoreline blend and fade from sight. 
Yet softly 'neath this veil a sound so slight, 
The rivples touch the sand end then are dealt 
Beneath the tide where larger brothers dwelt: 
The pressing fog has robbed them of their might. 
Then morning with her breath of warming light 
Bids Night depart from her intended place. 
Then fog and darkness once egein unite, 
Their gloomy wey they once egein retrace. 
And so again the marsh regains its height: 
The fog has fleeted to its hiding place. 

OER 


CHASTENING OF A HEART 


Officious little imp, 

How dare you tell me what to do? 

My cerebrum, product of a billion yerrs 
Of clever evolution is fer wiser. 


Unruly organ, 

Who told you you could use my lips 
To speek your little piece? 

Get on with your vumping. 


Wily rescel, 

Have you been conniving with the Fates 
And keeping secrets from me? 

Have yout 


Anon. 


二 


LOs 
SONNET 


Where lies man's ‘answer in this bitter sphere? 
Is it in the garrett bere to pour his whole 

On some poor vage, each word to sink the spear 
Of loneliness and. twist it in his soul? 

Or in the cruel calculating mert 

With Go? of commerce sit, a master smug, 
Proscribed by those He pays? Or yet with cert 
To pull, quick glimpse of sun his sbling Crug? 
Or even victors lesd, and after truce 

Fine out excuse once more again to war? 
Perhaps con hebit end aline with Zeus, 
Gautama, Christ--to bigotry be whore? 

Nol Truth is not born of such worlcly pelf-- 
To see light, man must sublimate himself. 


SONNET 


No longer scorn the thought of fallacy, 

Nor claim a reaper for your thoughts untold. 
Ebb tices of truth within, but ne Te unfolc, 

A glimpse beneath the human galaxy. 

Speak not of truth, or pay the callous fee, 

Of thorn wounds in a heart turne colc, 

A silence wind of eching joys once bole 

Never again to say- Obl pronise me. 

They to Byronistic theory troc. 

Think not of pastures olC for they subsice, 

But to the ۶1616 aheec carelessly vloc, 

Anc buile. the castle high for you have liec 
Thet streight. from Hell I say to this known soc, 
"Content, though blind, hal I no better guice." 


Wm. Atwell 


00 — چ ل س 


11. 
TO. STEIN 


I reac a line of prose by Gertrude Stein 

It stirred within ne something yet untolc 
Arousec it wes while camping nesr ع‎ shrine, 
ån cave me cause to set these lines down bold. 
Lauch not „!frienä st what I have to say, 

For whet is so is truth, as truth of past. 
That we are lost, are lost, have gone estrey, 
The world is lost, is lost, but it vil! last. 
"A dying rece ere we," she seid. 

À wer occurred, it cessed, ite rece!s run. 
The claiming earth has taken back her desd, 
The strugc!-'s past, forgotten, it is dones. 
And tears of secnes ne'er before expressed, 
For lost is wori? where glacness is no rest. 


J. Uncufch 
WHY SO FAST? 


A car is whet is ceemec today as wealth. 

In truth, 2 pinnecle schievec by neens 

Of either fair or foul, honest or stealth. 

We strive, strugcle, engage in idle dreans, 

For whet we do or دی‎ hes naught in gains, 

To buy, admire, to cleen enc shine in ewe 

A new noCel césigned for spe-C as plenes 

With ooen mouth wondernent that we Sew. 

Now what will histories sey in Sabie to cone 

When uneerth they wil! machines of olc rust. 

And tell of sen see that 5 و‎ vet younczc 

Who ne'er could go too fast to turn to cust. 

nc who will be there to ie the fate 

Phst occurred. to fools who incressec their rete. 
Js Undutch 


0 


|e 


NO SOCIALIZED MEDICINE FOR ME, 
THANKS! 


It's un-American to heal the poor. 
Better to let the slum-bred children die 
Than thet the Government should say my door 
Shell open to all sick humanity. 


Rickey-tickey 


L2 


TRUTH 


In en?less search he wandered weary lends 

To find the hope, = licht, unheuntec truth 
That le^ to calming peace anë constant youth 
Which sought, unfound, mocks low in sleevins sands. 
With fiery torch, in strainins merch he sped 
To Ghristien world where 211 this men begen 
There ikons blessed marked en aceless span, 

In West icolstry with darkness wed. 

Perforce he soucht = corner contemplate, 

. And inweare piercec. to Tift the Stycian veil, 
And there reposing truth entroned in stete 
Does plesd release from burden's cost of mail. 
Here travels end end pesce is born to © 

The restlese mind and searching quest 2bate. 


C4 


. Feeley 


LONGIN 


It's herd for me to say I 'mow of love. 
I only mow of longing for a kiss. 
I know of love--in long for a girl 
A passion for embrace, 2 sleep of bliss. 


The desire to touch a gently flowing curl 
And gently touch and kiss a cool sweet face 
To have two 2s one, with mother esrth below 
And no sters, only God above 


D. Ritter 


TO YOU 


A11 things are dimmed compared to thee 

The ire of fire, the greatness of the see 

The majesty of the hills, the benediction of the tree 
Music!s lost its melody. 


For art I have no more desire 

The werm madonnas of the masters look sustere 
The jealous Avollo seems 2larmed, my love 

I love to hold you in my arms, 


T, Ritter 


12, 


TEE ROSE 


Methin*s the rose too much fevoured of men. 

I pleed therefore the burnished marigold 

Or frilly phlox, embowered cosmos cold 

To sentimental eye, A Juno's fen 

Of stalk end fern. Royal blooded William 

His shehe forgiven, tattered honour sold, 
Counter your Frenchified garden does hold 
With neught honest end English ‘neath his ben. 
Oh, but plain faced Susan's my darling; 

Sloe eyed beggar maid of sodded fields: 

As first she drew proprietor's fency 

With open soul, laughing, from guile's merling 
Free. Herself to esger hands she ylelds 
Willingly--so would I too my Nancy! 


Anon. 
oe» MOTHER MINNIE 


Werdress! 
Jangler of keys! 
Alma Mater verita! 


Fow long heve you kept the gates 

Secure agin cunning =ssault? 

How Jong heve yon the tender foolish hearts 
Close gathered into your hands 


Only to betray them when best it moved you 

(By insvirstion, divine by half, yours by half) 
Into the hands of the rude besiegers, | 
Men? 


Oft and oft again heve you culled the 

Prize (and silliest too) among the sacred flock 
Who, reft of your aegis, hes lain 

Mortified at the alter of Cupid. 


Yet how wisely did you tutor her, 
once novice, now strident vriestess, 
Calculating, secure, metronly--and sometimes even 


qoa 
Hanpy. 


A11 this by thee, joiner of herrts, 
Greve renository of grave secrets 
Jengler of Veys 

Werdress. 


Reid Hell Cedet 


1%, 


For men to strive for time and in li 
The thought so smell, but mejor in 1 
Of how to live in a contentec Örern, 
Or to = verson all their truths conf 
A vision of he»5iness, purpose sn? p 
The intent for to do, if but a scheme 
All the cool things in life -- how low they seen! 
Best, first to nature's rules we must =bice. 

Just try the small thine thst. is sublime, 

anc prectise it in all our -daily living. 

With never the cere of why they ere Cone-- 

Or even to say why they are 211 mine. 

Forget the teline--try the giving, 

True you een be sure your life will be al? fun. 


Anon. 
A SICKENING SIGET 


The rotten smell of a rotten plece. 
All reeks with the smell of = rotten hel! 
In which the lady prostitute does 7 
Luring the weskest of the human race. 
Taking sordid love into her human till 
And her body lsden with human sores 
This miserable scion of professional whores 
For life and love she has lost her will. 
But for her body, 111 men will lust 
They weit es lines of nature eaten hedges 
Existing upon society es mere wretched dredges, 
Weiting for the day her love with rust. 
Oh, but the world should pity these 
Who suck at the tit of human breze. 
EGB 


THE GROUND IS COLD 


It wes on 2 sunny April day 

Men lay dying on foreign ground 

The nation resounded with mournful sound 
For his body lay in peace on Georgia clay. 
The nation mounred for its mighty lesder 
They knelt in streets, black and white 

God hed turned off the country's light 

Oh, his body rested amid Georgie cedar. 

In Hyde Park, he was laid in state 

To his bier they crept in shock 

In final tribute, the earth did rock 

For with destiny, he hed kept a date. 
Breadlines, unemployment, soup kitchens, and world strife, 
To end these human ills he gave his life. 


EGB 
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1 


| NINE RIVERS 


t 


There are nine rivers to tho Eastern “hore; 
No fewer, no moro, 


Some count every &wellen crock or marsh, 
Not I; only the fee, the noble fow. 
Threo “timos threes ۶ئ‎ ۲818 as tho land they wash. 


Brignt Elk 

Flashing in tho hills 

Diversion to weary travelers 

Sick of stringing slums 

Slamming by as herd wheels ۱ 

Mill endlossly the- filthy ballast; 

Soft haryland Hills 

Green Maryland Fills | / 

Cupping the Elk in folds 

Promis ing the. piedmant to como. 

Fo, softly breath time. flute 

Mocking the mocker as he sings mocking thc sinror. 
Cone,Pan; a wild dance tuno, with your pipes; match 
The Depple OF the Pohemia, Lf sou cerns 

Only the strang 0 onion dono 

Looks upon such ritos as Saturday nig 
Or non-memonites, as tho carefree Pohomi 
Broad of Faces, gold sedged, eyed ا‎ 


John Smith, gentlemen, found theo, Sassafras.‏ وو سر 
ould he hed. hid thos agains‏ 

Hid theo away, well away from those who whore you 

Of a Sunday. 


where blows tho tinted dorwood tho screnest? 
(In pride of the roodwood blood.) 

here crowds the Judas the soonest? 

(To the mourner's rail to relive thc 

Purple shame of the betrayal.) Odd, the Lemb 
¿nd the tiger grow intortangled. | 
hltar dee ked. 

٢2611858 و8‎ Chester, thet this you may bear 
To the heartsick in their despair. 


ncm — — 


OLCA shall it bes 
ine Lilos or the Nvo? | 
‘top soul orosion | | 
Or neither, by'nby. | 

| 


TEE Wi SEINGTON_ 


Ee E -wo Áo -— MÀ A 人 


The Choptank wearily drains tho back country, 

Flat land, flat morsh, flet sky, before the brush touches thu 
sizing, grizzled white. 

Sullen in hor utilitarian robos, Bravo for the Cinderella facade 

Over which automatons Hell-or- Cambridge bent scarce nod. 

This £5 Six, 

The Nanticoxe anette of marsh and game 

The Viconmioco i8 much tho sama 

Green fields, sinis sray-towercd towns 

Enco tho river for room and the flood writhes in pain. 

Thon tall pinos by taller pines 

Do passage take. | 

Oak admist oak decays, mud surroundcd 

„nd worn out battling tno 7 tidos 

ind the hateful fumos of diosols mock tho rot of Stinking sail 

¿na the river roeds alone are quickened 

When the winds: are fresh galo, 


Let hir who has hiímscif the Pocomoko explored 
Tekc down thc basóon fron tho wall 
um with staccato gruff 
Transfix us. who has not heard the voices of the 
Swempe?, Flumbod tne deops, dreamed the dread secrets 
Ono dreams in dreams with peril’ to the immortal soul. 
"hat ugly forms breed privily in those slow turning pools? 
That irmortals nese Lot this black gore 
In silent bottle, silont.es sin? 
There are nino rive es nine Pivors only, not' one more. 


TO Id A LU 


Woll, Mary Lu, you'vo come to this: 

LOTO us, without A bv our Lor ves 

Gould not tho. foll sergeant beon 60 ۹ 
Por vot o 140029 whilo? 


pub 2 Livtlo Whit oi time, c little SOAS 
step citer stop 

WO advance. 

Or 18 it Step before sten? 


docg man walk?‏ اس 

uos, Maury Lu, toll us, 

Lost Wo tegsa ourselves so 

Our memories fission into cternity unawares. 


a 


a O ad dd AAN O DICA JUN TA 


LEY DUNGL.O€e-NTWW VERSIO! 


I sing the Service Baccalaureate, 
The index of the true scholastic staite! 
Interment of the 3030484-2۸10 year 

With principals arrıyed in black--a sweaty gear. 
Inspired by years of academic life 

dd 171:20 walls so nearly free from strife 

The Dean conducts the simple sicvament 

In studied words or tender 8٥٥0.۰ 

Telow him sits the graduating class, 

^n emblem of the educated mas», 

Snu;ly conscious of its sli;nt renown 

¿nd dignified by rented cap ad gon. 

How moist their eyes, ho’ feverish sheir brows, 
To think „hit once they tenied ficher's co s! 
Then education reared its sainteud head, 

And cultivated some, and Sous misled, 

The sticked diplomas inutely prophesy 

The heizhts of unemploy.ent in July. 

(Put cynicism's wit is often shallow: 

It indicates a mind too lon; lain fillow 

"e should not scorn the Bachelor's degree 
Eacause ve undersiind it's but a key.) 

In '"iieteen-fifty, on the "ou»th of June 

^ hundred students 23011356 ico noon. 

'lthouzh exigencies poetical 1 
P.'event us being alphabetical, 

"e vote with pleasure as they pass 

Some weambers of the  radu.ting class: 
Schnitzer, Naiman, Sutcon, i.endenhall, 
Paczulla, Johnson, Stone, and: Leslie, Tull. 
Trenizer, *.¡nsome, Leonard, Dononoe, 

ollesk,, Fisher Jackson, Carrico, 

MacPherson  ¡iller, Baker, Shatterly, 

Demos, Tilley, Tom, and Ivory. | 

A east of characters right out of OZz-- 
Punphrey, Feehan, “isenoer.;, ind Eosz. 

John 'esley's parsons--Hastin,s, Ozden, Ruth, 
“ho spent four fucile years in seirch of Truth. 
‘nd equally we f2el the loss of those nained: 
It's lack of space prevents their bein, defamed. 


sg A eee Ma E لا‎ ONUDI lO . Lus VASHINGTON | 


Ld l ee ee es et eee A > ا‎ 


Zu TID‏ ہی 


Constancly wu. 

The tempest | M 0 | 
Peats against the buttressed shores of the minds 
‘nd each “ave decreases the protecting wall 
Ev a grain. 


And Lager. sa 

lhe Beepize Deoginsg 

And algae begins to grow 

On the inner side of the wall. 


And £znallw- 44 

A slow trickle turns 3 to € Flood" 
And tne wall crumbles. 

And the tide rolls mishtily on 
Leavirz but a .hirl»osl 

To mack what was once 

A man. | 


--OER 
DYING 


Salis full blown. an: fair vides ' fall, 
Land soon Sinks far’ from aye 8 view; 
Tzars from shore and sad adieu, 
Re.orse fi11'd minds all joys recall, 
co to strange lands leagues far beyond, 
Lush ith Lines of snerild green, 
Plys tue craft through seas Serene 
Stesr's so true by hands so fond 

Of caring for this able crew. 

“ho death oer'took in anocher land, 
End 80.48 dine ere must De 

To those who bid that sad adieu, 
“nese men find on this foreizn strand 
Shouts of welcome beauty to Ses. 


--Anon, 
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FOOTSTTPS 


I am haunted by the Sound of Tootsteps coming up behind 
My ear is listening, listenin;- 

And my mind- 

For 4 familiar treads... 

How can I hear the present world or look ahead, 
Listei.inz always for the sound of footsteps 

Coming up behind: 


So many tines ‘e've parted. you and I, 

Compelled by this necessity, 

^nd as I went, 

Numb, deaf and blind, 

So many cines I heard your footse>2s coming up behind; 
I felt your hand slip into mine; 

I heard you Say: 

"I will go with ¿ou for a little way..." 

A little :'ay---a little way. 


Postponement is a Subtle agony: | 

I feel the edge of death but do not dies 

Nor in these lacericions may I know if death has cone, 
And I - 


GO. ses Diind deat and numD s 

And listen always to the sounds behind 
"ocho like footsteps 

In a haunted mind. 


۷۴و۸۰ 


Today I am a mouse 
betveen the unsheathed claws 
of Memory 

tuat crouching beast 

whose hot quick breath 

fans dry my tears 

whose grean-glare 6 

hold mine 

uss 312 my fears 

16 tosses, plays 

ind mangles 

then at even it 

will slink away 


(continued) 


ii -TED WASHL MION. 
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to Shadowland 

I shall be free 
another year 

jet in the silence 

of the ni3nt 

or on the crowded 
city surest 

Souetl. es I'll sense., 
tie Stealthy „ad 

of stılkinz feet 


-- Con rast -- 


A PRAYZR. ON BREAKING GROUND 


Dear Lord, we wing a very Soeciil prayer - 

Ficause this day, with ni;h hopes, ve break ground: 
Tless craftsmen's hands hal work "ith skill and care 
To shape our house of dreams, foursquare an sound. 


Let the torn earth know we are but planting 
Prick, frame ind glass to grow a home, and then, 
^ picket fenee 'round gardens quite enchanting 
So may ine earth be comforted sgain, | 


Calm little birds that fly in frenzied fear 
‘hen lumber crashes and the hamuers ring, 
‘sure them there will be a hiven here 

"op them to build next April's nests and sing. 


Freid--blest and broken--so ma, this ground be 
Rlest to our use, the breaking in His Name-- 

Tue Master Craftsman, in humility, 

Dwelt in a small house, too, where loved ones cme, 


--0. U, Tzider-- 


How Sad that power 
Corrupts 

Whit a bore to be 
Incoruptable 
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BITTER 121 


The bitter moon of sprinz is in the boughs 

"ith sharper cold than any „inter night 

And tender unclothed leaves defonselesslyy 
Retract an. tremble in this cold gray light 

“ev fresh buds betrayed by navurels waims 
Plooming forth in hope but doomed to linguish 
Because of erritic spring crazy is a pinwheel 

Like last yeır!s leaves lying on the grass in anguish 
The half-hearted effort of the sun his thinned 

The tall grass waving Si; ghins, dip ing in the wind 
The bird, too early north, is silent now 

As if all ho e had died within his throat 

How far till sumuer cries the heart 

And the ınswer is impossibly remote. 


--'non,-- 


REPORTED HIS 


08 I kept each shining woment 
Li.e 3 perfect pearl, 
Safe in the jewel box or my mind, 
nd took it out and turned it when alone. 
Ho one else co ld look at all these treasures 
For the, were wondrous droplets 
And might deliquesce 
“within a stranser's grasp. 


How, the lid cannot be lifted fast enough 

To tumble them before your yes 

And hoping they vill please „our sight. 

‘hen I behold such beauty I no longer Zrısp it 
For it dulls the lustre. | 

Unless you're there to share it 

I hurt to see such dazzling all alone, 


--Ficulty wife-- 


8 TUR UASHT GTON 
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E‏ كم 


Goddess iiinerva, "isdom of the name 

Wet in combat for the choice of Paris 

“ith Sister Venus beauty in the main 

and vuno, all to the lad much harrassed 

Pivter wrangling for the choice of lovely 
Ruled by Heart instead of by this Thinking 

in Spring, the shee. to him were not comely 
"iture'S cup to him was passed for drinking. 
‘ho in life will condemn lad for strivin; 

to grasp a mate for dancing in the wood 

‘hen nature tossed oe! him her dregzy blithing 
Uis ,oung heart thought of women, all would. 
Jow wnen Spring fogs minds of we called modern 
Is there one to say that he shose wronzly? 


-- 。 U.-- 
A CRITICAL PO 


Old ceremony has but one advantage clear, 

And that to act as props for well. worn schools, 
“hich lean like broken limbs upon a crutch, 

‘nd would collapse if left to stand alone. 


And there are those who sniffle softly throuzh their nose 
'hen sons and daughters make their proud parade, 

fo altar, or old alma mater 

And think the ends justify the means. 


Fut strip those vain and wortnless charms 
And all the world wo.ld take to arms 
“hich feeds on these unobvious harms. 


However, criticize we must 

Or 23183 we would get bored, 

"or like the ple without the crust, 
critic's life is shored. 


-Anon qe.‏ جس 
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SF ریا‎ LOVE 


The dreary days at last have turned to Sprin: 

The snaw that turns from white to rain has passed. 
“he chill of night has lost its biting sting. 

The shuffling bees are now so free to pass 

^uidst tu:ir friends vit; which they nov can rest. 
The bird in flight can now! 1th peice alivio, 

To Seek the gear he. needs to build a nest; - 

Or else, to geek a mite with wich to) Might, 

"Tis Spring at las., it has so oft been said, 
That sends , ouns heirts to flee about to sevk 

The love taat in the winter sms so dead. 

In Spring love's fincy strikes the bold and week. 
It is سے‎ wiste of dove and strentth I hear, 

To sive your love and Strength for once a year. 


--\d un iinn-- 


وو و 


At first that expanse seems bright and friendly 

vit the boans and rays, all dancing down 

¡Tot Sypeckad--untouched--is that bit of eternity 

“here the sowkling white :ibounds like a clown. 

‘nd then, slowly, irresistibly the spoilers intrude 

Marring that blue with their blankets of „ray 

The quiet is darkened and chınzed in mood 

Causing all perece anu calm to decay. 

Relentless the mass covers over the bri int 

‘hile those below stand in ww. of the haze 

Fearing, wondering, marveling at the might 

Yet remembering, recalling in their constant „ıze 
That similar spoilers once disfigured their 0 
Sesmingly to ke:p the berns; from ever dancing again. 


--^Anorn-- 
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THOSE WHO HAVE A GENIUS 


'... But those are qualifacations to which every body 
cannot pretend; and therefore none but those who have 
a genius for it should aspire at employment." 


ia erre ADD 7 of Aesop 


A bright red convertible, not new, but well polished, 
moved with skílled precision in and out of the boulevard 
traffic. It was just after noon and the mid-day sun was 
beating down on the palm lined drive, bathing the auto- 
mobile in warmth and cheerfulness. But the doleful ex 
pression on the faces of the occupants of the car did not 
reflect the pleasure of the sunshine. 


Crowded into the front seat of this convertible was 
a strange trio, marked however, by a common denominator, 
a blue uniform. They were sailors, and they were obviously 
on liberty for their hats shown white like halos around 
their heads, shoes, black, well polished, reflocted images 
Like the finest of mirrors, and the odor of " Frou Frou" 
vould have made the proverbial French lady of ill repute 
jealous. All of these factors pointed to a gala occasion, 
but instead of animated gay conversation, cach of the three 
was lost in introspection. 


Tho sailor seated on tho right was the most thought- 
¿ul of the group. Short.and fat with a cook's rating 
badge on his arm, he secmed like a gnome, a disgruntled 
gnomo. He turned to the sailor seated beside him. This 
one was by far the youngest of the group. " Don't feel 
bad Boots, it wasn't your fault! 


This sentence of oncouragoment seemed to fall on deaf 
cars. The cook settled back into companionship with his 
om thoughts, "وو ولعي ءءء ونه‎ It wasn't the kids fault, dama 
Torgio and his wild ideas. It seemed like a good idea 
though. Tako the kid end show him the world in one fast 
forty-cight hour liberty." 


The steady thump of the wheels againest the strips 
of tar between the concrote sections of the roadway re- 


mindoad him of the clack of the tr. in whools the previous 
Hlght, eas " that ط800‎ cortainly was ers 
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ee... From tho coiling fixturos, pools of light wadcd through 
the smoke to achiovo reflected glory on tho faces of thc 
pessongors of the conch car. these pooplo were mostly soldiors 
end sailors with a small aecttering of civili:ns. “t wus 
night end tho train ground its way tow:rd tho city.;that 
wondorland of fun, lights, and girls. tho steady hum of tho 
whocls &lmost doadenod by the heavy air scomed to riso in 
crescendo as tho train sped on towards its dostination. 


Evcryono wes laughing cnd talking with hyper animation. 
he. alr was cherged 2s in 2 nishtclub wth the excention, the Trughter 
wees not o? the forced type indicative of baredom, but rather the pent 
un erhuberence of men too long in esch other's comveny. 

Three seilors crowded into one coach sest hed the'r heeds close 

together in 2 hested discussion. Live = reguler conversstion in that 
it hed its mountains end vel leyes, the laughing expectancy divorced it 
from the category of normal chatter. Three admir=1s planning = nevel 


hattle could not heve been more intense. 


"iou tske my identificetion card, Boots. It seys thet I'm twenty- 
two. God how I wish I were, but twenty-two or forty-two عع‎ it shou'd 
have been, nobody ever sesks for my cerd. „I'm much too old to ever 
be queried ss to whether I've resched my majority. Thet tyvogrenhicel 
error is th= only complimentery thing thet hes been seid or written 
anort me since I joined this outfit. But, 151١ serve a purpose. . lo 
you think thet you can pess off for twenty-two!" 

"Sure he cen nass for twenty-two, but do you think thet he's ugly 
enough to look like thet victure?f" 
nstruction was 2 young men, so young thet 


The object of 217 this i 
& trouble vessine for nineteen. In ٦71 


he might very ecsily hev- he 
probability he wer just old -nough to ness the minimum age require- 
ments for enlistment. His licht blonde heir fashioned in ۶ .crew cut 
did not heln to heighten the estimation of his age. Insterc, it 
inere="ed the ammesrance of cleancut innoncence. , ， 

+ oF 


"Way don't you guys ley off me, you might thin I war e br x 


something." 


"You are e baby." 


leconic member of the perty: 


"noc" it off, Cookie," ssid th 
We got plans to make. We'll be 


"You jebher worse then sn old women. 
in the city soon. Now's the time to make them: not later." 


The speaker wee t9!" end dark. From his eccent, you could tel? thet 
he wes from the Middle West, and prohably wes of Scandinsvian extraction. 
his speech g^ve the only clue to his personality end background for 

211 else wes hidden behind = bland er xpress ion 

"Okey Torgie," said the Cook, "I'm sorry Boots. To reinforce my 
apology, I'l make a confession="1'm jeelous. Before I joined this men's 
nevy, I wes an English tescher, ^n "eine English teacher. Has it never 
puzzled you es to why en old phoney lite myself is in this outfit? I 
wouldn't heve been drefted--I'm taking the Nevy like en old men tekes 
monkey clends. The peredox to this whole situetion is that I joined this 
outfit to ecquire youth through the experience of glory, while you, Boots, 
joined it to edd =ge. And now will you do me one smell fevor: STOP 
CALLING ME COOXIE. My dear mother nemed me ED.  Throuch the usus! mis- 
cerrie»= of Naval justice, I wes sent to cooking school, but, I don't. have 
to submit to the supreme indignation of being called Coorie." 


And the men with a cook!s rati ng badge settled b=c': in his seat with 
the sir of e pouter pigeon. 


ned forward, "Let's see--when we set to the city, ve rent > 
ret, we'd better get to a hotel, cleen up, then go to a barber- 
shop, get s mesl, end then we rent © car and really so into action. Check?! 


"You know Torgeson," sed Ed, "you stteck = liberty with the relish of 
an executioner. Must you always be so demmed prreticel, it offends mr 
eesthetic sensibilities--heve you ever thought of running a bewdy house? 
With your lack of comprehension of the fine shading of modern soci=1 
relstionsh*bs end that crushing delivery, you could make a million." 


ESCs. 


"Took," Boots seid, es he shifted nervously in his sest, "I don't went 
to seem chicken, but I never tried to pick un = women. I don't "now whet 
to do." 


The coo! leened forwerd w` ‘th a mock paternel sir. 


"Ly hoy, we, thet is Mr. Torgeson =nd myself, shell see that youre 
well taken care of. Without = doubt, we will insure thet you shall heve some 
gorgeous morsel ss femsle compenion, Our charm end scvoir feire should 
nore then commensste for your tender years. However, it misht be best to 
stick to the Carter bers. It's much more difficult to tell how old someone 
ie án helf-?it room." 


^3 


"And after you're helf-lit, it won't make sny difference, Hew! Few! Haw!" 
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"Out it out, both of you. Demnit, I can make out by myself. I can't 
ve that much of e stone around your necks." 


"Whose, young one, were only kidding. Take it easy." 
As the trein moved on toward the city, three sailors settled bac’: 
into their seat, erch Jost in his own rose tinted dream, Torgie end 


the Cook hed on their faces smiles of setisfection, but the kid's 
ernression wes one of enticiprtion.... 


- . ««Everyting vent sccord'ng to plan, yesh plan! “irst Tiberty in 
two months end nothing to show for it but this damned fire engine." 


"Itm sorry, fellas," seid Boots. 


Ti 
0 


The coo” snenned from his reverie end returned to the present. 
laced his srm half vrotectingly on the sfert hehind the ۰ 


"het conid I do," Boots continued, "even thoueh the bers were 
der”, those doorkeepers hed flashlights, end I just don't look like 


thst picture." 


"Aw, forget it," Torsie replied. "We cen stil! make out, this 


liberty sin't over yet." 


But the awkward silence that fo’lowed didn't give the proper weight 
to his words. The two older men were disconresed and the young boy 
knew it. Torgie and the Cool emchenged glances. They both knew thet 
it ween!t the kid's fault, but thet did not remove the pengs of dis- 
epoointment. As if to ess the grating edge of silence, Ed spote:- 

"She tool's me to her £lfin Grot, 

And there she wept end sicht full sore 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
With kisses four." 


"Who i" 
"Le Belle Deme Sens Merci." 


"Hun?" 


esn't exactly her wild wild eyes, but 


"In thet lest bar, so it 
iust ten bucks." 


۷ 
rather her bie hlabhy mouth, and not exactly kisses four, 


(Please turn to Page 50) 


“> 
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TRITINGS 


Plunked by the writer 

The Silly Typewriter 

i¡uch of my own accord, 

I banged like a whoreman 

^ very bad omen-- 

The People would say I was bored. 


Drunk by the triter 
‘nd me as the writer 
Thinki ing thoughts that should be explored, 
Intellectual hoeman 
superficial drunk knownan 
Py whom do you think you're adored? 


God damn it I answered 

My thouzhts have I transferred 

From sordid and usual thinzs. 

‚y mind is in peace now 

So I ‘rill release thou - 

The hell with your pride if it stings. 


Vou know you have heard. 

That I have endured 

Just barely, the money-waste flings, 
The feel of ,our brow 

Lise a Fall River scow 

So leave! and keep the damn rings. 


she lowered her eyes 

‘nd showed her surprise 

By weeping with sorrow-filled heart; 
Oh darling, you're mine 

(With woman's design) 

Why try so to wrench us apart? 


Her sex was so wise 
That it did devise 
To make my soul leap with a start; 
I finished the line 
and drank some more wine 
^nd soon fell asleep on her heart, 


--Localgenius-- 


SAUSGE OF 1950. — 


D'LIRIUhM 


Come u» from the cellar, iiaud, 
with the large green jug, 

For I've got the fire going 
And it's warm here on the rug. 


Tonight I'm drinking, too, Maud, 
The stirrings tell me so, 

The efforts slipping from me,. 
The feelings feeling no. 


Tne world has grown too slim, jiaud; 
To think is--now--to fuss 

And damning headlines tell, Maud, 
A lack of things for us. 


Last night I angered wrong, Maud, 
You knew the thing to do: 

Forgive me, liaud, and bring me 
‘hat makes the world seem crue. 


Come here and sit beside me, 

Your warmth to speak the fire; 
The world has shattered wronzly-- 
Just green and you require. 


Tue world has...tne world has... 
The world...world...lost! 

Yes--the world; bottle, you, liaud-- 
And who will count the cost? 


--Brunius-- 
SPRIT: SONG 


Spring! The lovely time of the year. 

The flowers bloom, birds bring good cheer, 
The world is filled wich thoughts of love, 
Down shines the sun from a blue sky bove. 
AS once again tie seisons switch, 

I'm glad it's Spring, my woolies itch! 


T TS m 
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MOBISM 


Distruction in the hands of man 

Ho doals it out with olithor hand 

Ho wields an ax and cares not where it lands if not.on him 
ovory crovice, every crack 

are taught to bring his money back, 
Messy rubble every place 

Rotton grrbage tossed arround 

His ugly, too squ::re house, 

So prr.etlcal, and ground 

£11 torn and chopped 

The last few troos all bow their hcads 
At the ways thoy «re tought to servo 
Ono hundred people pbod "presorvo? 
The next ono laughes "Destroy! 

The cool clean sweet WOODS 

The graceful winding living things 
Thon comes man 

Tho forest rocks with his presence 
Ho lacks a beruty sense 

Hc circs not what others think 
Thin-s they should agree with 

His vulger self | 

Ho bears distruction in his hand 

I close my oyes and T see god 

Ho makes tho forosts clean,. untrod 
One hundrod yoars of tender caro 
And then comes men 

A hosd, a hand, an ax, thon Dro 
distruction 


| Tommy Knight 
JONDERLAND IN THE SKY 


Bocutiful moonbeams 

Pleying in the clouds up high 
Delocate fingers 

Floating palacos in the sky 
Misticly night gloams 

While tho moon is wanpcring high 
And all this pointed 

By thc moons glow 


Tommy Knight 
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Composi tion Of A Spring Evening 


Look for beauty, and pleasure will soon follow 
Springs lacy fern frond, hazy still moon, hollow 
Where the wan moon shone, roan mule whicker, swallow 
Call from moonlight pools, ornate eaves and little +8 
in the brier | | 
From where soggy ground and Little pools shine silver, lacy. 
 Prongs of silver sage, 
Young willows bending over 
Meadow grass and c lover, 
fond memories of an earlier age. 


The Far Off Ships That Sail Upon The Sea 


The winds blow free 

And alw&ys sweeping out before, 
Isee the sea. | | 
The Crow calás faint upon the plain. 
from the sleepy tree. 

Flows a sleepy shade. 
All's quiet, 
Now ships glide silentlv across 

An aqua sea. 


They are from nowhere, 
Going nowhere. 
Ttme calls 
And now 1 sit beneath a different tree, 
Yet still I ses 
In my memory | 
The ships that glide upon the sea. 
They come and go eternally. 
They are from nowhere, 

Going nowhere. 

T, HEELERS 
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ocaley mouldy fungus under, 

Or dizzey totters first cigar, 

Or puff on bubbling boiling hooka, 
Curgling gargling frothing bowl 
Double coiling tubes and hoze i 
onakelike winding rancid stench, : 
Sucking stale and rancid smoke. 

On compost garbege refüse heap 

Of full and sagging stagnant clowd | 
A ridged riezermortis rabbit i 
Of a ghastly gloomy moon does lie. | 

“he heavy headed clowd a drunkard, 

Dizzy, holding moorshaft for support, 

Rumpled breey slept in clothes | 

Soeked in saturated, vomit run 

ls cloud luked in the close and humid air. 

But old and grimev rugzed hands 

Of the beer plunge down in soil, 

liake produce the pregnant season, 

upread the dun the mule ejects, | 
Heave da shovel and the hbe | 
rom da rung whor dey vas. hung, 

Eurd da cow, condem da molo, 

Potatoes in da soil fold, 

De wcedy ginny splotheed front vard 

Ware damp and ginny shaded dew would mould. 

Da rude, pug ugly jesters play 

Down on da jackass flops all day. 

Da donkey sounds his raspins bray. 

Da carrion crows now crows dere caw. 

Da ugly vearlins seeks his mew. 
Delappadotod, lico filled nests 
Hold guey, worm filled eres. 

Da festored scars of cows picked raw 

Where da maggot likes ta craw. 

Da oily slick of streams will hola 

roluted dogs and waders bold. 

De lazy buzzerd loves ta eat 

the bulding eves and wormy meat. 

it tekes a shrewd old buzzard wizzard 

“o find the pea grcen rancid gizzerd. | 
Overhead the buzzards swing in lazy buzzera circle neps,! 
Neck plucked skin in greasy laps, | 
Feathers ruffled. Grotesque feet 
Claw awkvard for mag or meet. 

oows and hogs now eat their fill 
But muchworms cat tho piggies swill 


SAUSAGE CF 1950 


food 
۰ن8‎ 


The clocs nov come to eat their 
ê 
n moved. 
1 
0 


7 


Dey like dere bornyeraà seran 
Da Grass is rowed - da lawn i 
3 


3 o 


Da wind will boom-da flowen wi 
Gwandro sits wenving at her lo 
Ga com tho Gloc willl. fo 3 

^" os D a 
Da boy le rufe, his broine- s luce 
Ana. often eons out in c8 e 
Sane Goss 0022 d^ tinny “lorch, 
re M obs ot orf, ot ussent much. 


DOOM: 


سا —- 


Sound da mana crovds her broad. 

In ca mea ow Paw's wid Maud, 

She, de sround in ange” nad, 

Gis must hive her “ross, anc enud 

Har cud ~ lar hollered Ind. 

Tus reso the children all 78 
“mieh uts Par in an 2-?vl mood 

Wor raugh!, he woo um ram 

Dose noss they blovodl, den vater Cre'rec 
Te een their unlv marlies henz 

And scrub their smudzy ouc4Y man. 

Ome sos=y loe var stood 

¿ná vovet, Gey'5 ne'er arain be ۵ 

Pow you'l yan in da lazy yar. 

Da children thovsnt that mancy 

zuzht to throw them out some fly stained conay. 
Meu. bon, Ziub, .club, bor, club 
Now between ¿e chilären is a T19. 
Liaw ¿A ۲3ےے دی‎ 7 1065 

oo he may kl ot; and ron. 

Sub. 22% ie Be. uo. lo^ or wood 
Amé bsot the brats the hast he covld. 


T D 3 r وحم‎ 1 Sa - a - 
^ Orr C c, T3 E di ar eu erect > o iu ^ 


OF Dum an^. nlaster on 2 loac. 


DVD vn cumb vs woman he's. bus 
And -ive higesrdccer hart &.^lu5 
mns soo Tobacco ya hart is ‘char. 


L 
Br 5 a 

rob a rionv „en‏ ۶ تج 
Den down he û flon and dun bv sad‏ 
E =‏ ^ 7 
He would so mac which was ovite sad‏ 
v Man |‏ سی 4 ۳ Aa T‏ کر ہے 
Bene oc now At vs Go tad‏ 
g> 01027۳۰۳ um beneath de sod‏ 
بن t‏ 7 3 سن a‏ 
mere 65 shocy mule will troc.‏ 


1 = rhymes with bourh 
Pe nd ono 


24 | THE WASHINGTON 


Many of our fighting men are dead 
Bach died with nonchalance. 

They'd denied it being called courage 
But rather simply lack of fear 

And disregard for the truimph. 

If war bourht anything of sood 

It shouldn't be measured in battles won 
Nor pages that historiens will write 
Ratner in youth of our country 

Who never did beleive in war 

But wao did from some hidden. source 
Bring gallantry homespun, so real: 
Take these services indifferently,’ 
Will be cruelest ingraditude. 


--Anna Flowers-- 


POEM 


How hard we press ourselves to trifling deeds, 
And miss the »oint completely, I have read, 
But trifles make perfection, it is said, 

And who ere we to smite the hand that feeds. 
'Tis sure a mixed up world they have, we say, 
A varadise for fools who wander round, 

To ponder problems throughly unsound, 

Then speak like solemn asses when they bray. 


And like this, minds divide with equal hate, 

To outdo rather than some point to prove, 

And stifle those who have, perheps, some tact. 

But then, what men could prove this would be fate, 
For one would need a fact with which to move, 

And mother is opinion to a fact. 


= ANON s == 


ا کیا ا گا اور MENO DER‏ 


LACROSSE ODYSSEY 
CANTO I 


Holmets, bezs, sticks, and ball- 
Tovcoats, textbooks-zuess thet's all. 
But where do we put the players? 
Why, stack 'om in-in layers. 


CANTO II 


'Tis but e jeunt of three hundred miles. 

Tho way? Who caros? We've mot harder trials. 
Embark 

Let's go: | 

Sut where is Clark? 

He seid at ton-it's ncarly dark: 


CANTO III 


Finallv we're on our way- 

Stacked three by three and hero we lay, 
For many a mile 

C'mon mon-smilo: 


CANTO IV 


It won't be lons-we're on the track. 
Hey there, Sport, set off my back. 
Will tho agitation ncvor cease? 

Will my clothes regain their crease? 


CANTO V 
THO 6 was only part of tho fun- 
We'd have liked it better if we had wen 
We did our best for W.J. 
Sut what is the price of victory? 


--Ànones-- 
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DEPRESSION 


The clouds persist in covering all, 

The sun cares not for achina breasts, 
That vearn to feel a ray so small, 

In vreference to the cool unrest.. 


aneulfing all, permitting few ` 

To feel the warmth of beaming light. 
The choking mist and absent hue 

Denotes its kinship to the night. 


PISCES 


Years have passed and still the spring declines 
To enter and to rouse these frisid days. 

To bring the soft breeze singing in the pines 
And bake the earth with werm ensulfing rays. 


Hidden وی‎ en endless stream of clouds 
I can t recall when sunlight shone for long. 
It's here, it's cone. 


= ANON e =w 


SONNET = DESPAIR 


My soul may be forever damned. in Hell; 

My thoughts and evil ways deserve no less; 

I cannot say I've served my purpose well; 

I cannot lie and say I've done my best. 

But God created many worsoothbn-Ij, 

Who never worshipned him - as so I strive, 

And yet, I know if now I were. to die 

He'd find my virtues selfish while alive. 

Someday I hove to find a guiding lane 

That leeds me on to do my job e^ earth, 

And detours bv the. consciousness of pain 

And gives me Chance to prove to G00 my worth. 
Sut every tines thinkslthusaveddof “Late; . 
My faith is crumbled by cruel blows of Fate. 


~-T. Sharretts Lindsay 


+2 0 m 27 
ON THT FAITH OF A CHILD ~ 


The car came specding down the road- 
She watchcd it swerve and carcono 
And then she turned with torturcd cry 
At the sight that she had seon. 


Her little brown, be-speckied doc 

Hed been playing in tha straot. 

And the cer had thrown his lifeloss form 
On the pavement at her foot. 


Sho knolt beside the bloody bell 
And said these vords of prayer, 

"Oh, God take him to Heaven now 

And make him happy there." 


And hearinz thus those childish words 
Medo mo visor thon to know 

That surcly God has a Heaven, too 
Where all zood dogs will so. 


--T. Sharretts Lindsey-- 


EDUSATION 


Sittinc round tho master's desk 

Tho realm of education passes on 

Our studonts silontly in their chairs do rest 
Listening to whet tho master speaks upon. 

NO mattor-what our viérvrmay "bos 

The loarncr must constently bc contont 

In the wording of the mester's- "Wo" 

Asrce with thom or humbly repent. 


And as the years of cducation passos 
Little learning is tho action 

If we must progress and pass 

All one ects is their indoctrination. 


voté MoGran-- 
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TO TELEVISION 


At night when lights are turned down low 
And all the world! S et rest 

I think. at beet ا‎ ve radi بجا وين‎ the time. 
tHe time that I love best. 


I like to lay in bed and dream 

Or sit with friends and chat; 

To live life-nicht life-home life, 
And nothing more than that. 


But no, the now invention 
No lonzer lets me be. 

For now I'm forced to lingef 
Ana watch tho damn T.V. 


It compels ono's eyes to rest on it. 
It keeps a steady gaze. 

And no metter whet you went to do 
You see fights, musicals and plays. 


No one says, "Stay your ， needed." 
No one says, "Be a pal. 

No one tells you to sit end watch 
tech stupid musicale. 


You need no hasty urgence. 

You need no nleading plea. 

Your eves alone Keep you there; 
The re st of you would. flee. 


Two pair of shining, hypnotic orbs 
Focused, tuned in, and clear 

will watch each movinz 6 

While you're wondering why you're here.. 


Milton Berlo is certainly stupid. 
Ed "vn; there's nothing worse. 

And the plays are terribly ematcur, 
But what will break this curse? 


I've pleaded for God to save me 

From vice and apathy. 

Now I'm askine for a special prayer: 
Ficese save me from T.V. 


--T, Sherrotus Lindsay-- آ‎ 


! 


SN ELS © ۸ ۳۶ 29 


AATHROPROLORPHISIE 


Some Say that man created God 

Fut I, for one, am forced to disagree, 
For ill we have to do is look ıbout 

And all of his great natural wonders see, 


Tach in their designated realm: 
Could puny man with all his invellect 
Create these ‘things if he vere at tne helm? 


Te See the forests, Streams, and hills 


For those that say that man created God 

I'Li say they have a point and leave it there, 
Put wait! From every distant jungle tribe 

I Seem to hear the murmur of i prayer. 


O Father, Lord, O Master, haar our plea. 
"a are but young and do not know Thy ways, 
And bits of stone and wood before us lay. 
O gracious Fa. hər, lead us through the maze. 


Td Ryle-+ 


It's hard to realize tne sun wil. snine 

In its accustomed way when we are gone, 

And who can say for sure that 1% does not. 

"hen ‘se are gone the ploughman still does plough, 
The bakor makesand sells his loaves of bread. 
It's sid to think that we pass through this world 
“nd leve behind us nothing when we're dead. 


-- Hd Ryle-- 
DH END 
tre fox doth fill from his lofty perah 
In tns midst of the hounds among the birch. 


The fox is thrown bout for pleasure 
For the hounds have run their measure., 


-- "dal wann-- 
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BUILDING 


An old mon traveling a lons highway 

Came at tho evening cold and grey, 

To a chasm vast and deep and wide, 

The old man crosscd in tho twilight dim, 
Fortho sullen stream hed no fecr forhin, 
But no turned when safc on the other side. 
¿nd buildcd e bridge to spon the tide. 


"Old man", cricd a follow pilgrim near 
"You're wasting your time in building hero. 
Your journey will end with the closing day; 
You nover again wis! pass this way. 

You have crosscd # ° tohasn docp and wide 
Why build vou this bridge at even-tide?" 


The builder lifted his old grey heed: 

" Good friond, in tho prth + hevo como," ho said 
Thero followoth aftor me today 

4 youth whose foct must pass this wey, b 
This stroam which has boon as naught to mo, j 
To thet feir-hoirod youth mey pitfell bc. 

Ho, too, must cross in tho twilight dim; 

Good friond, Iam building thet bridge for hin." 


~-Honry=- 
THE OLD PATH 


I travelod tho old path agrin todcy, 
The path I had travelod for ycars, 
Lt timos with a hoart. overflowing with joy- 


At timos with my oyes filled with toars 


The old path soomod to mock mo today 

ks I struggloó through briars and woods | 
For today I realized os never before ) 
Thoro is no place vhoro tho old peth lcuds. | 
It is just onothor path in my liio 

Thet has now grown up into wecds. 


-- Honry-- 


لے — — 


S^US'GE OF 1950 - 


A s WERTEN سبد‎ IA سوب ہد ہے‎ AIR فص‎ ٠ LE 
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Sne smiles and beauty brizhtens 
Those lovely des»-Drovn eyes. 
She speaks and action heightens 
TO swiftly die in sighs, 
Clearest, sculptured. features 
Seem a blend of Grecian arts, 
‘nd make us moria? creatures 
Fair game to lose our hearts, 
210068 ونا‎ gracious, charming 

vith a lilting, merry walk-- 

So tremendously disarming 

Can be her gay small-tilk 

I'd wish to shire my every hour 
‘part with this.delizntful flow'r! 


E SONIEST 
To the Chestertown Volunteer Fire Company 
11d dedicated to -- Richard Peters 


For one ind all the bell does call again 
^6 from each house in town the men do run | 
Toward the sound that wakes and scares with cries. 
Into the night. the volunteers must go. 
To fight the rage of fires flames once more, 
Or save a lire so us seless to the world; 
Yet still 1 life «hich to someone is dears; 
The tragedy of سد‎ bed homes is’ known 
Throuzhout ‚his noble universe of ours 
But livtle can we do about chis thing; 
It's up to those who sign, to fight the blaze 
That meances tie propert, of all-- 
So go these many gallant volunteers 
And quiet down the flame S, the cries, the fears. 


-non-- 
ODE 
Suns et? 
Evening star! 
it's a bet 
I'IL find a bars 


-- Smoké Hound -- 
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LAVENT OF A TIREMAN'S SWEETHRART 


The night is clear, the moon is fulle 
I feel my lover's presence 7۰ 

I bask in glory and content=- 

Then suddenly, what is that I hear? 


A wail cuts through the virgin calm- 
Tranquility can be no more- 

My lover looks up from my armg- 

My eyes to him plead and implore. 


Oh, please dear love don't leave me nove 
But I cease then to inspire- 

For my night is ruined - my love has fled- 
Fe's off to fight a fire} 


e» T, Sharretts Lindsay -4 


0077 777777 = SONG OF A CYNIC 


To commit yourself is uscless- 
To iic is quite devine. 

Never try to stress tho truth- 
Your feelings kecp confined. 


Lock up thoso inmost vishos- 
Keep no lock = nor key. 
lake sure that no ono entoers- 
To no ono truthful bo, 


Keep the heart imprisoncd- 

And never lot it sece 

The pathetic life of other heartse 
And guard it not to flocos» 


If ever your confrontod- 

With loves or truth in life. 

Kesp down devine ecnsations- | 
And be first to weild the knife. 


No = never let commitment- 
From your,lipstcome forth- 
And never let tomorrow. 
Fool you vith its worth. 
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For today is but tomorrow- 

And our wor! is #17 in vain- 

For no metter how we strive to right- 
The wrongs will. come "gesin. 


--7, Sherrette Lindssy-- 


A FOREST 


Stately woods enc streams rushed wild 
Seem trenquil since 211 ages. pest, 

But yet benesth this quiet repast 

Surge olden wers and ects reviled. 

Men of red 'grinst men of white 

Fought end died midst Nature's beauty; 
Exrsulted idess end line of cuty 
Steined black the work of truest might. 
Desth end ruin soon disannear 

Broken boughs sre healed eg^in, 

And blood wesh'd streams run free; 

But still these evils cling too clesr, 
And to earth's own mind remsin 

Ere merk'd for Her to see, 

--Anon.-- 


TOO LATE 


Whenever we loo' up 

We fril to exmress 

What He Coes so often bless 

Whenever we loo! un. 

We seek only in turbulent times 

The Jong sought efter selvetion 

But es deys quiet” y slip hy 

We went evelustion 

Instesd of predestinstion, by Him so Divine. 


Thus the weys of men continue 

One thet weywerd evil wey 

“het will only cesse end. there he will lay 
Pleading to Him for forgiveness thet wes due. 


--R. ا‎ 
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AFTERMATH 
== John Re Althouse 


The individual mind often cannot comprehend what each in- 
dividual maneuver has to do with the over-all picture of war. 
And since var is hell, its Dantescue characteristic is that of 
confusion, Commonly enough, the purpose of their mission still 
remained unknown to them. Perhaps the: fulfillment of the task 
would reveal its objective. The two uniformed figures appeared 
fresh even though it had been a steady climb since late after- 
noon. They proceedd along the ascending trail at an even pace 
never glancing behind or below. The air was a warm, serene kind 
that reminded one of an August evening. Reluctantly they stopped 
to rest. 


"Edy where did you say you're from?" 


"Indiana, Easterly, Indiana. I've lived there most of my 
life. I never had the desire to leave town and never actually 
did until this, I recoived all my education. in Easterly ...... 
even my college education, I was graduated from Davis Institute 
of Technology after five years: ... long, difficult years of 
intensive study but it was worth every day of it, George, didn't 
you tell me that you vere a resident of New York? I've always 
wanted to visit thoro, Tell me about it." 


Before the other could answer, they vore moving again since 
time seemed to be the paramount factor. The way became stecper but 
the atmosphere was invigorating. At these heights an irridcscent 
haze brightened the darkness and high above them the purple sky 
vas tinged with pink indicating that the long night was nearly 
spente They paused, showing signs of some fatigue now, 


"So you're a college grad, Ed", George sighed with heavier 
than usual breathing, 


"Yes, I om. But tell me about Nev York," 


"Av, it's like any other town 4... I kmow eee I've been around | 
alot, It's like your Hasterly, Indiana. New York can be as hard 
as nails and sometimes it is. But just as often it can be nice 
and friendly. A town is like a man. When this mon uses his head 
he's easy to get along with. But sometimes he forgets about brains 
jumps to conclusions, and gets mean. The smart guy can stir him 
up all the more and make him do things he'd normally be ashamed 
to do. Then put thousands of these people together no are all 
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riled up ond they're like a herd of cattle running wild, 
T hey do some pretty awful things. But I'm not telling you 
much about New York, am I?" 


Fk 


| They moved on ogsin:as if they vere maintaining s- 
‚schedule narrowed down to séconds. The trail became more“ 
torturous and to keep a steady pace became a strenuous task. 
They rested more frequently. | i shige ENAN 


"What'd you take up in college, Ed?", George 0٠ 


"Hydrogen, nuclear fission, and electronics were the 
major requisites of the cirrioulum. Anyone can see: that 
they are essenticl nnd I wouldn't have missed them for the 
world es. Not For The World, I fell that such an education 
is necessary in order for a person to adjust hinself to the . 
. times. You know, Goorgo, the strides that science has taken | 
in the last fov years ore unbeliovoblo +... first the Atomic 
Bomb and nov the Hydrogen Bomb, ten times more efficient! ` 


' "Well, Ed", G eorge interrupted with contonpt ond ' | 
strains of hatred in his voice, "All I remember about that. 
science stuff, is what the inventor of the telegraph soid. 
zu woe it son 7" ! nm. " Barn 


Again they were strnining end pulling. themeclves over 
an increasingly stecper and rougher trail. They pushed out 
of a dusky air toward tho light of a sunrise. Their cyes 
scemed to be riveted ahead as if a glarite cot the depths bc- 
low would make them dizzy and nauscated. A long night's 
climb had put them almést to tho sumit}; o cooling breeze 
soothed their fatigucd ond bruised bodies during another 
brief pause, .. |. OR | 


"Wish: I could remenbor what thet guy said about tho 
telegraph", George breathéd in an almost inaudible tone. 
"Aw well, I never was good at remebboring stuff out of 
books, Much rather work with ny hands anywoye" 


"I certainly would not", retorted Ed. "I was accuston- 
ed to working:on a; problem night ond day dom oat. the lab- 
oratory ... ond I’ enjoyed the work immenscly. It wos my 
very life until this mess came slong. Before I left, I 8 
working on something really fine ... it's top secret and our 
corporation Was always strictly censored se. but I con tell 
you this ... any weapon is a penshooter beside this gadget; 


( Continued to page 53) 
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TFE LIVING DEAD 


Have you ever seen the land of the living dead? I have: 
Have you ever walked among non-confined creatures that know not 
what week, nor even what month it is? In this part of town, 11 
it would be possible, men would sell their souls for an amber 
liquid called "smoke", | | 
Why I ever ceme to this part of town, especially on foot, 
I will never know. iaybe it was because I was drinking too much 
myself to realize how far I was walking along these filthy streets. 
Sightseeing buses cruise through these streets with the passen- 
gers possessing granite smiles, Texis hustle through this section 
of town as if long term members of Carville were chasing them. 


It was in this section of the city I met "Red", He said that 
his name was "Red" and who wás 1 to dispute him? I was drinking 
beer in Sammy's Bovery Follies about two days before Christmas 
in 1948 when "Red" came weaving up to the bar near me, He plunk- 
ed down a dime and ordered a glass of "smoke", As he "sucked up" 
the local "opium" he grew more talkative and gleeful, The bar- 
tender came up and asked if I wanted him tossed out, but I replied 
that as long as he was'nt bothering anyone else, I didrt mind his 
talk. As he rambled on, in more of a world of his own, I listened 
and discovered that his grammer was better than average and his 
choice of words a great deal better then mine, 


The bartender took away my empty bottle ond as I ordered 
another bottle of beer I asked for "Red" since the bartender seeme 
ed to Know him, He replicd that "Red" used to be a doctor in Los 
Angeles, California, but he had woman trouble. 


"I guess", the bartender said, "his wife just up and walked 
out. He hasn't heard nor seen her since. That was over a year ago", 


I watched "Red" as he drained his glass. He smiled at the 
bartender and asked for another beer. The bartender stood, smiled 
back, and asked about money. "Red" fumbled in his pockets, looked 
here and there much the samé as a small child who has lost a = 
precious toy. At last he gave up and realized that his hoax was 
waning. "Red" didn't put the "thumb" on me; maybe pride held him 
backs most likely he knew the bartender would put him out in the 
cold, snowy streets if he had. "Red" just looked at me with the 
eyes of a dog waiting for a bone. The bartender glanced my voy 
as I nodded my head. | 


"hat the hell", Ithought to myself. "Christmas is two days 
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away; I may. 2s well keen him hoy as let him suffer from lack of the 
stufi. 


The barkeep ceme becik with the forming glass; ‘Red's! eyes grew‏ ۔ 
wide with anticipation. He turned his heed and nodced it in apnrec-‏ 
3etion. I nodded my heed in reply to 'Red,' but I said nothine.‏ 


We both cren® in silence for gwhile. Then he asked, "toung man, 
where re you bound for on such = snowy afternoon?" 


I renlied thet I wee going home for Christmsn. 


"Christmas?" he looked up startled. "My, fist the other day it wes 
the Fourth of July." | 


I seid nothing, but anced at some ofthe other petrons: some were 
2 little better off then 'Red', but the majority were worse off. I 
could see 'Red! tryins rether herd to set his berrings, for his face 
hee a deep frown, and he wes using his fingers to =ccount for something. 
Present!» he looked up and said briehtly, "Yes, Christmes is just a 
few days off." 


I left 'Red' thet snowy Decem er afternoon with a fifty-cent piece. 
I told him to buy a meal; and he spid he would; but I knew in ry 
heart he would buy a bottle of cheen wine to help the winter night 
nass fester. 


He never entered my mind sgein until = few weeks 2go. I wes pass- 
ing through New York, so I decided to return to !Sammy!s" on the 
Bowery end. inquire about ۱ 3۲ھ‎ At first the barizeen didn't know 
oí whom I wes telling, but ss I emmlained the détails and time, and 
thet 'Red' wes supposed to "eve been » nhys*cisn from Los Angeles, 
his fece lighted up. "Oh," seid the bartender, "that bum!" Ee leered, 
"Ee died lest summer; seems he mot to drinking rubbing alcoho’ and it 
froze his guts. Yeh, he "rs quite a ness when they found hin." 


T drenk in silence for awhile 2nd watched the other 'Red's! slowly 
shuffle un 2nd down Thirc Avenue. whey were 211 about the same-- 
just living desd. If vosstble, I believe they would heve sold their 
souls for » drink. I picked up my change from the ber, mede my 

tied to the elevated station snd returned to the living in Times 
auare. 


--Philtn Lesdbetter-- 
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QUISTIONS 
Upon: Lines--Tintern Abbey 


Soul scorched with nature's wild rele 189 
‘hen youth bloomed as the rose, _ 
From lengthy strolls in 'elshlinds crease 
fo Annette's. swéet repose... | 


Did thou chide thee sor thy passion 
FS experience took. ies 1611, 

„na did thou oft in Fancy, . fashion 
Thy past times of life so bold? 


[ne flame by needs requests the Spark... 
“hy didst: thou e'er forget | 
That lovely talents grow so dark | y 
"hen subjected to regret? 


O scion of Romantic splendor, 
Why didst thou not further render? 


Le TOMA 
(by č Sane author) 


'Tis-ige that brought to thee the change, 

Understanding physie's range, 

Hy thanks to you for the address 

“hich brings my mind this youthful rest... 

¿nd I'm much wiser, realizing, 

Throuzhout life, my soul is rising. 
"Pill upon tne day I'm buried 
Iwill see that life UNHURLIED. 


--"ildgoose's cousin-- 


FIR SI VS 


marley, smearley, girley, whirly 
Swissy, missy, kissy, wissy, 
Kaysey, waysey, saysey-- 

SW LATCH ¢ 
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DIST RISD VILLAG? 


i 
Sweet Amber! loveliest village of the wilderness 
Where pale ud wan we are jeered by laughing books, 
here smiling Sprin; co..s not when winter's past, 
And parting Sumer cannot wait to leave: 
How often have I loivered o'er thy green 
fnd thousht of happiness across the bay. 
How often hive I paused: in work and g ized 
Mer thy brown earth where iud so often lay; 
Thy trees, thy garlic, thy ivy-covered walls, 
Thy splintering steps aid human-deserved halls, 
Thy river, polluted as, of course it has to be, 
ith life iat stake when wont to swim in thee. 
Thy brick-bedecked walks o'er which we trip, 
ih bird, thy Ranch whe.e student cannot sip. 
How often hive I wished to be refreshed, but See 
“hat one sus pension can but uo to me. 
Thy bushes ind thy grass with Bodies strewn, 
Thy buildings by the pion.ers were hewn. 


west Auber! howe of many will-less souls, 
No Shelter from the liquid wind which blows 
^nd sunsiine stremiing down in torrents is more, 
Mhan any one with mind would bargain for. 
Thy halls in which ve sup and take of drink, Á 1 
So undistilled that we are wont to think it must be ink. 
Tne coin of which the suudent has so small amount 
Is gone before the wind which taxes its count; 
Oh! in this lifeless land east of the bay, 
“hz fools ho come to l:arn remain to pay! 
How could one inclined to brain enforce his magic power 
B; listening to one so uninclined for an hour? 
Ahi had I but heeded wiser words, this fate 
Could not hive befallen me, but t'is too late 
To moan about intingible "could hive been," 
4 soul with mind so distant cannot win. 


PUG these wise Jords I leave to thee today, 


Stay back when h:eded by one “ho tries to say, 
“ou will repent the time you cross:d the bay. 


-«~exas, Un huhle- 
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STORY 
"...l want it made plain 
That everybody gets on that train." 


There were fingerprints in the bucter. The man left the 
table and walked to the open door, thinking about the butter, 
the marks, and the fingers that nad carelessly made them. The 
woman looked up from the stove where she was cooking. 


“here ya goin. 

Nowhere. He leaned against the door,yainb. 
sup pers ready. | 

Um. 

Aintcha hungry. 


"e Slouched in the doorway, not answering, slack and listless, 
wondering why the butter bothered him now after...a human sound 
driftins across the fields made him conscious of the house 
half a mile down the dusty road. Old Hoskins «ho once paid me 
a sack of cornmeal for a days vork...Hoskilnflint.... HO! 

SKI FLI/7T! Beyond Hoskinses the road passed the church and 
tuen the tavern. The tave.n was two miles away. He tried 

to picture it in his e,ye's mind the inside of the tavern... 

sun not down, yet... «boo eariy, for muen of 4 Crow... Stll, it 

mi :ht be better. He turned the idea back and forth aid rejected 
it. Flies crawled throuzh the holes in the screen aud flew 
toward the table.  Flyspecks on fingerprints. Flingerfys reck- 
pints, The woman began crying... 


Shit! 


As he stepped over the falien fence he heard her call 
to him. He walked faster, then slower so his mind could catch 
up. studying his long shadow as it fell away to the east, 
lining the ditch, leaping from the ground to telezraph poles 
and to the ground again: as it undulated seasickening over 
the washedout fields. He felt he had walked for hours. He 
looked back at the house and was startled by its nearness. 
The woman had lit the lamp and was sittin; at the table, her 
plate pushed aside and her head in its place. The flickering 
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flame and the shaking shoulders disturbed him. Then the 
flame flared and smoked the chimney and he couldnt see an, 
more. He went on. The Hoskinses had ¿atuered their eve- 
ning „eal to themselves and had ga.uered together on the 
porch which they gatheed about themselves, The wacched 
the man on tiie road. 
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Its Hale. 
Yes, 


He came closer. AS he passed tas house Hosxins 
called, 


Hallo Hale. 
"allo. 

Coin to church: 
‘tumble. 

"hatd he Say? 

I dunno, 


Yednesdayprayerweetinznisht. ‘hats Hoskins care... 
whynt he go...take a cup of cornmeal...the sacramush 
Saccharament, with water. The road dipped to a 51:13 اند‎ 
He 51003780 on tue bridge aod urinated heavily into the 
Waiter, standings a little while to watch the bubol.s 
float away on th» sunlitiwilitmoonlit already muduy- 
pisscolored ater. And the minnows. Then he "ent on. 
Us the road in front of the oillit enuren. Organ music 
Started and 1 hymn Stirted: faint with gavhering voluas 
18 the ijethodists sing. As Hoskins zath...can we find 
i Iriend so fiithful who will all our sorrows bear... 
Sorrow always friendly to the bareassed fiithful...you 
need never be discouraged, take it to the Lord in prayer 
eee the wonkyvard lord in Searsroebucks baseaent...take 
1t, Lord,..have you trials and tem>tations? is there | 
trouble anywhere...trials trumptitions and troubles in 
darkness or in rain...Jesus Savior still our refuge, Jou 
will find a solace there...by God I WILL OUTRUN IT... 


, The hymn petered out, as liethodists do. He reached 


人 
the tavern and waited for his breath. To hell with his mind, 
Thats the point. He walked in the tavern did a fe^ steps 

of chicken rag pinched the idiot barmaid on the behind ‚ut 

a nickel in the jukebox laid a hilfdollar on the bar for 

five droughts sla,»ed one of the four ien on the back laughed 
like a fool and stayed until dawn, 


--Lee Blom-- 
LARCH 


Long days of rain, long daysof dusx that mourn 
Not with the weary dignity of fall 

unen Summer cónfopt's still within recall 

Fut lost between seasons, ,earning and forlorn 
"ith agon, of. great winds racked and torn, 

In skeletal profusion where the tall 

Dead drenched grasses stand, of Summer born. 
In Some warm corner, in Some sheltered spot, 
Green knives of soring have pierced the sodden earth. 
Clustering, buz-like budlets swell and dot, 

A squat stalk, green as no Kno. .n green Can De, 
oh ly green, green in hope that lives to ses, 
Nora's irletr hyacinth in glorious birth. 


--‘nnirundel yaller hound dawg-- 
SPRING 


When Spring has co..w among the fruit tree tops 

And orchards bloom again in pink and white 

The Marthese reborn.and breathes within the copse 

Uhere subtily each creature would incite 

To Serve as Persephone's acolyte 

"hen she goes past bound up from Pluto's lair 

Released by him LOr one more homeward flight 
Throuzh springtide's waruing and salubrious air. 
Some few months hence will find the tress grown bare 
‘nd “arth so late:alive, laid low in death 

Wall silently await the chance Lo. wear 

Once more the green at Nature's shibboleth. 

fut as for me, I gladly would forgo 

The spring presaging Summer's heat Tor snow. 


--AÀnon.-- 


SAUSAGE Or 1950 


up الہ نو ا می‎ ERE a 


. NIGHT STORE 


The Saytr sun was boiling high; 

The Golden mass vinkoc in the blue 
And told the sea a careful lic 

W hich stirred the virgin waves aneve 


and up the path of temping rays 
The oager little droplets camo ' 
And سر‎ in 2 fleecy daze 
Bliond aná lost 'miä orange flame. 


But soon her suitor hid from i 
Bencath tho lino where sea mo Bye 
She pouted blackly in the sieht 

And blew a trembling wrothful cighe 


With Ens licht she div hor homo, 
And far below her sisters call. 

Bod and lonoly for ls foan, 

She weens and toardrops fall. 


- Champ- 
INDICISICN 
Awandsrins rozd leads before my cycse 
the obstacles aro many in my path. 
To sain my 24631 I must be vory wise, 
watch o ro my stes to not unearth God's wrath. 


MODA that a man must tr 
in idle speculation fa 
And yet they deem pursui 
for making in cidonts of 
My mind revolt andá Tixatss on the hour 
when every fem brings a statloy fes. 
It's truo, I'm not contont with vraissonly, 
consisting of the erodes, A,3,6, 


fo lato, I'mo mado my choice, iy must surficc- 
I guess. there's nothing that could more entice. 


- Anno“ 


To Loo 
£0es with " alum " 
in't so Cumb) | 
B2ra Pound 


BITTERSWEET 


Tho sullen night coils about me 
As I walk alone, 

Stifling mo with the whisporing 
Of your: hoart, . 

Where is the day we know? 

Wherc the lenguishing noons 

Whon wo watched palms 

Carelcssly etching je ٣:٤4 wounds 
In tho futuro, 


Thc becr and Strauss on Sunday mornings, 
The smell of your body wet from tho ۰ 
The littlo ehopol where wo found 

Fees in the midst of wap ini 

‘(And war in the midst of pcace)» 


In the cool mist I focl 

Tho touch of your soft honds on my Tacos 
Burning with past remombrences. 

Where arc you? | 

You are not with mo ~ 

You sre mo, 

Blessing end cursing our timelessness 


Across the valley 

A sharp sinous ridgo 

Knifcs into tho lowering sky, 
Clcaving night from day, 
Andhopc from dusolation. 


In my.hoart 

A floming torch 

Welds. the past into the present 
Searing jaggcd wounds to numbnoss, 


I turn and 59 
Tho wot ghost of you 568106 mo, 


--Àhnon,.-- 
TO-- 
Oh, skinny men, I love you dear- 
But why, I'll ncvor know- 


I always scom to be clone- 
Every pleco we gol 


T, Sharrctts Lindsay 


THE 


VASHINGTI 


SAUSAGE OF 1950, . AS 


HENIDEMISEI TSV ERS اخ‎ 1 VUA J 

PART THE FIRST, OR THE HAGE OGRAPH OF EDUCATION 

E Virst part of, tho first. port; courses at the 
University of Maryland, Summer, 1950: 


" Technolozy of Fruits" 
' Technolocy of Ornamentals" 
" World Fruits end Nuts" 


- t py i 1 
* Second part of the first part: his لناب كر‎ ster a ‘voice 


LP Hish school A has & total of 100 students and 

“igh school B has a total of 50, then A has twico 
as man students as p, ^ | 

"The basc cause of misnollod words is poor soollor 

Windows are necessary in the classroom to allow 

Buriiciont lishting." ۱ | 

" There aro throe types of school buildings; fast-burning 

slow-burnins, ond fireproof. ' 

You may or may not bo familiar with books." 

lf you have a oroblom child, "hob you roàlly have is 

er ehild with 2 probleme’ 

= All tho „mericen colonies were not’. settled at the 

same time | 4 

They send the school to a school, one that was thoro. 


à 


i THE SECOND, OR THE EERCENEUTIOS Or Wats 


© Willie tried to fire tho wrong mane" 
" One of two." 
: Bab s does that word mean, Mre T. © " 
PB Est Y Job , you have to xot along with tho 
aüministrcotion. " 
„ Bob torn up tho runvey, Vp i CA Mo i | 
E It's mat I eal! TOU. TEL h/ths ong y c 
Hired Hands" 
" We hold our teachors only booouso they enjoy 
boschins in a smell Liborel Arts college" _ 
" Hello, his is Haebol, H=\-I-B-E-L, and onc 2yham, 
D-Y-Hu- am. i 
eNOS is a tesnot! | 
I nood a zood b PD nire night, tho flak is heavy.” 
, WHAT © you Live in Chesterton ond don't know George 
a would rather be an idiot. " 


1 


dM he THE WASHINGTON | 


CHRISTMAS POEM ٦ | 


Thin white Christ in the northern transcpt 

Raises an angular finger } 
Divides the flock 
The goodly fellowship of slcok white shecp is kept 
To him who hath... | 
My church is foundod on this roak 


In the window of the five and ten 
Tho red saint with the grecdy eyes 
Proclaims the brotherhood of men 
Excepts nor creed nor race 

From his omniverous cembraeo 

More blessed than he who gives 

Is he who buys. 


Boyond the stores, beyond the gate 

And further yot, 

The holly waits | 

For him who gocs alone into these snows. 
My brother's foot was here before 

Shall I be lato? 


Along tho smooth leaf thorms are sot 
Lest wo forgot, Lost wo forget 

As rod es yours my blood will flow 
My tears as wet, 


—MM-— 
POEM 


They do not wait for midnight to arisc 

But cven throng the rostloss strects by day; 
They hardly trouble to concoal the shroud 
For who shall notice in this bust crowd 

The faint suggestive odor of ducay 

or look into these inward, haunted cyes? 


They jostle earthy clbows as they go = 

Bone knocks on bono whero bodios walk bosides 
That empty orifice thet was an car. | | 
The inner r.ttling alone can hear ۱ 
Or, if some flickering spirit yet cbide, 
Weary it listens for the cock to crow. ` 


i‏ " سبد ايب ma‏ تیا سےا 


S AUS AGE OF 1950 47, 


LOVE 


An elemental passión- that is love. 
Engendered in sach man and woman's mind. 

It glides in softly, swiftly like a dove 

Ana shuta out all elss- leaves a person blind. 
¿Through love comes feclàng never felt before 
So claim those held beneath its magic spell 
It makes the soul to ideal heaven soar 

Or leaves it in the great abyss of Hell. 

No faults are three the loved one to debase 
Ho longer human- he s become divine. 

How can tho sizht of ordinary face 

A person's normal faculties entwine? 

I wonder if the balance scale imparts 

An equal between love and DRA en heartse 


PHANTASY 


Win battles you have never won before, 

Secure a lady love's eternal thanks, 

Live in the past- live in the days of yore, 

Become a person risen from the ranks. 

Explore the future- seek its mystic acts 

Don't be involved in humdrum dreariness. 

Ses what your mind that's led astray contracts 

Escape infernal gloom and drearinesse 

Decide to open up a different world, 

Tho one you're in is not complex enough 

Karch off with banners merrily unfurled 
Within your mind all sorts of visions stuff: 
Remain in dreams where hope eternal lies 
And psychiatrists vill flock to you like flies: 


AMR 
TO A STUDENT 


Don't get down-hearted at tests. 

Don't think all teachers are pests. 

Cast all your worries away, 

Rome wasn't built in a day. 

Just smile and say without fears, 
Not all graduate in four years." 


AMR 

To COREE mike 
RS not so many questions in class 
988 all discover you are an asse 


ct 
e 


Seca 
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SONNET 
To a Strawberry Sundae 


When I behold you in & glass 
And feel the coolness that you radiate 
You are a work of art in rosy mess 


All of my senses you intoxicate. 


You're fit for the feast of God or any man 

To you belongs a gourmet's loud acclaim: 

In triumph you were born- à.gWeot shop's plan 
And steadily upward do you rise to ۰ 


Is there greater beauty anywhere than this? 

Soft red emblazoned on a field of white 

The sight of you fills anyone with bliss, 

But cannot compare to the joy of that first bites 


Yet, when I tell you the joys I have felt. 
What do you do ? You just lie there and melt. 


AMR‏ بت 
PESSIMISTS‏ 


The world is in a sorry state- 

Incomes lower, taxes greatere 

No one thinks of good old osalms, 

All is hatred and atomic bombs. 

And man feels there's no where he can turne 
His anger flares, his morals burne 

But those who complain aloud in wrath 

Do nothing to change the wayward pathe 


eo ANR 
TO A BLONDE 


air hair, the envy of all the girls, 
Sparkling in sunshine dance the curls. 
Spun silver or gold for men's careful gaze 
Or a bundle of mist in the moolisht hazes» 
One glance and through man passio n shoots. 
It's a shame it is black at the roots. 


—- AMR- 


` REMEMBRANCE OF 30B'S CABLE. 


Tom: ight at church I felt inspired 

|I saw a young man blossom forth 

he path of truth through Christ's ways 
|I now it seems that I'm up northi 


JI looked out of the window 

the lacey white trimming‏ لیب 

E that the whole bright world pud fe 

 Gos's cable was no longor dimminge 

se tonight l felt an.innor urge . 

ostia a Dotter Christian in this modern world; 
is idea came to me from an unknown source 

snow flakes anc thoushts swirlede 


Nancy Elliott Nuttle 
SAILOR'S CHOICE 


sky over a white boat 
2 summery, summery Cay, 

white sails, gently fitted 
aa saila AWAY و‎ from the bay, 
ling under her prow 
١ splattor of crystal epray 
ner the river soreads | 
woods and marshes shorcd, 
3 with inviling croeks 

are asking to be explorade 
2 nonchalont hand at her tiller 
Other round the weather worn shee t 
idors, then chooses one 
saj ls away and away. 


Jane Green 


Gels BILL 


ay Board EM iin twenty-five. 
B. in June and ‚September; 
 checks ? - I cann't remmenver e 


Swabbie ١ 


CN TO KERLEY 
Ha of W.T. Sherman 
11 be > called Herman. 
NE PeGeTe Beauregard 


—— SE A 
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THOSE WHO HAVE A GENIUS 
(Continued from nege 13) 

"What in the hell ere you telling about?" 

"She didn't heve to threaten to cali the Shore Patrol. I wes merely 
trying to bribér her into letting Boots «nter the ber. Such =bnormelity 
of corruptebility, it's disgusting.” 

"Yosh...I'm hungry." 

"Torgeson," Pa interupted, "You're e vrimitive men, if it isn't one 
nhysicel need with you, it’s another. However, due to the press of events, 
I too require nourishnent. Let's est." 


"The re Y 1 
"Anywhere." 


"Got env Ideas 
ES, there's e drive-in...Sto0n, you've p 
block send pul! ut Don't look so glum, Boots. 


"Count ne Ta Boots purs NIE Pa bee 
till you all ere ready to lerve, rou guys cen 
trein time. | 

"Drop deed, my young friend. We'll heve 
returning to the hotel, snd we'll heve no more 
take its course. Planning a plessurs is like t 
of surrise is removec, but the vossibility of 

With thet, the cer arrive st the drive-i 
parking lot wes en islenc, the resteurant propc 
meny ot ers ۷مم‎ that it wes new enc big with 


plete glass. 
noon, 


A typical exemple of modern Ameri 
there wes only one other car in the lot. 


nlenninr. 


essed it. Drive eround the 
We haven't lost the war, yet." 
to eat and revamo our pens." 
to) the hotel end kill t'me 
Still heve some fun before 
no more idle chatter sbot 


Why not let neture 


sizing en enema, the etenent 
dissopointnent r-meins. 

ns In the middle of a large 

Lt wss ño different Iron‏ کے 
lots of stainless ste | and‏ 

cene. Though it wes after- 


Lounging around the building 


were the cerho”s doing the things thet vneople do when they would rether be 


3 
DUST . 


As Torgie turned off the engine, hs 68 
Edi Look st those Games, they're all stacked!" 
And so they were, for this wes the lan of 
where besutiful women were = dime a dozen. The 


۶ دع 
the cerhops, looking like the chorus in = mus‘‏ 


in sbhrevisteó costumes thet emphasized the bet 
tony. 


e 
c 


order.- "Cen I get you something! ' 

She wes ettractive, but her slightly surly 
consequently they prid her scant attention, 8ء‎ 
seni-consciously. AS they looked over the line 
rivited upon = particular girl. 2 earhebo thet 
rest. Wuet is best described ss resl movie mat 
shoulder length rec ha`r thet vas besutiful 
of many trips to the beauty verlor. And sa: we 


end even the most beautiful of the moths 
cel, 


One of them detached herself from the line: 


> 


un end exclaimed, "My God, 
honey. The land 
lure of Hollywood wes irre- 
got "urned. These girls, 
were all dressed slike 


ter esvects of femele ans- 


milk end 


“nc came over to teke their 


menner precluded all edvances 
they ordered their food 
of gris, their interest 


1(2 different from the 


riel. She wes tell with 
it must heve been the result 
ked. Ser stence 


a atac 


- م 


* 


-—— ~~ 


T way ‘the fect thet she wee used to hav: مت‎ "en sámire her. It 
ween! t vulger, just »rovocstive. ; 
—— A low onino'is whistle escaned fron two: mouths simultens ously. 
gee ‘Myho's thet bebe with the red hair," asked Torgie, not shift- 
سے‎ eyes. 
The weitress ea "docs by the nene of Iowa, but before 
vou get any ideas, she's strictly off bounés to strey wolves. 

Yonr order wi 111 be reedy in 2 few minutes." 
AR ‘She turned end left then gaping. 

"Aye, for a cate with that bebe. 

om reriteble Venus." 
pos this ermrecirtion of ert wes being conducted, 2 small 
> hed entered the Dr ng lot. This person wee Like en old 
ry cane, gner’-d end bent. It wes > little women, very 
Jily dressed end quite old. Before crossing the wid- spece 
sen the road end the island, she hesitated, 5s if mekine a 
a ision, then en towerd the restusrent, in front of which 
wes the red convertible | 
|e baa come un so و‎ end the occupants of th- cer were 
so -ngrosseó in their study thet her suddenly svoken, "Excuse me," 
ede th jump. Beside the siny sutomobile, she looked more tett- 
1 anê موس و‎ then before. 

x» The men looked 5t her with slight impatience, subconciously 
De her invension of their private fentasics. 
^ English wes broken end the sccent wes of Slevic origin. 
E I can get in this place, coffee..." Her voice, 
y smell, crovped end beceme slmost unintelligible, 08 

EN on the munbled stetement, "People don't went old 
en to hire." ` a 
Thee wes en: <mbarrssed silence. | 
Ner nen not understending completely what a hed. 
1502768 rsther brusquely, "Go sperk to one of the girls 
works here." The returned to their own thoughts. 
56005805206 a movement with his erm, nd ten stonned. He 
& out the oth-r side of the cer away from the old women. 
nents end welked.ewey, talilng to herself as if in 
| "Tou know, Bd," said Torgie, "I think that 6 girl 6 
ndout. Did it strike vou thet way Boots?" 
= ots didn't answere, jst shook his head. . He hed understood 
EN von wented end started to rach for his wallet, 
er E ridicule hsd held him beck. 
" called Ed, "the olé women is going un to thet luscious 


— not heer too well, only sn*tches of the convèr- 
à dritte over to th’ cer. But fron whet they heard, they 
^ thet Iowa's voice wee the kind thet went with her type 


laa _THE WASHINGTON 


" No we don't. need. any help..." The sounds were lost 
as another car came charging into the lot. ",.. Tell the man 
at the counter that I said that I'd take care of the check, 


Leaving the old lady standing there, she moved out to 
the newly arrived car to take the order. The old lady went 
into the resturent and timourously sat down at the counter, 


Boots leaned béck againest the cushions, thoughts raced 
through his mind, ",.. Make out for yourself, hah, you weren't 
man enough to drink, not man enough to get a girl and you 
ruined the liberty. Now you Pos not even man. enough to help 
out an old lady, because you are afraid you'll be laughed at" 


With a suddeness that startled him, he reached into his 
pocket, pulled out a Toldéed object and'oponad Thensar door. 
" I'll be right back, I'm gonna ask that girl.", nodding to- 
ward.lIowc, " If she has any matches, I'M allsout.,." 

He ran across the lot with comments chasing him all the way 
" out of bounds", " That stuff takes’ ono experlenced, hand." 
Boots shouted so the boys could hecr, "Say, sister, you got 
any matches?" By now ho was out of ourshot of the boys in 
the convertible „ "take this", he suid," pressing thefolded ， 
obdeck Into her Hand, 

She loBked at him suspicouslv, her guard up, "what's this 
moncy fort" "Give It to that old'laoby" you're staking to a 
mecl." She looked again,this was a new approach, but ho was 
ao young, phe melted. 


"vov, L'LL elt ner you seat tti” 

"No" Just give d. lo hop," 

" Okay, Mac, you're the doctor." 
He started to turn eway, then spinning around, he said, "the 
matches, please ?" Giving him & half smile, she tossed him 
a pu ok Back at tao car Torete “parrien.) Diduyow get tho 
E 2?" ^" Undoubtod the young lady found his boyish charms 
decor ond offered him morcthan tho matches." 
" Eat your sandwich Boots, we gotta get on tho way",said Torgie 
signelins tie. carhop with a toot of the hornir» Well men 
ط5‎ 0 wo BO back to town?’ said Ed, fin&sbilns off his Food. 
"o still have timo to procure amusoment for oursclves and 
Boots". “his last statment wasmodo hi lf jestingly, half re- 
signod, asif such action was ‘possible, but nob probable. The | 
girl that hod waited on" them returned ‘to, collect the tray. Tore 
seeing that all wore finished) eating, turned.the key and started 
the cor. Sho collected the dishes and detached. the, tray in pro+ 
pe ción for deprrturc, Theon romberiling something, she stopped and 


reston tho tray Leuinest the ear door." mich. one. of you guys 
OG GRO fm eher from Iowa? " No one enswerod, but others turned 
to look at Boots. " Voll, whoever it was, sho told. me to, 1t 


don't make much sense, well anyway, sho told mo to tell him that 
---e= that he was hor kind of mon---- So long Swebbios," 


JE ames Duncan 
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"Ed, I guess I'm just the opposite. I'm not really 
lazy but I could hardly wait for a weck=cnd during bass Scan 
son. I'd spend all Saturday and Sunday up at the lake. You 
ought to sco tho fishl Ya know, this life is O.K. if you 
can forget why you're here, It's nice living outside eciice 
times eee reminds mo of week-ends at the lakc. I like woods 
and streams and mountains", Thon as they rose and cautious- 
ly moved on, George mumbled, "Remembering what that telegraph 
inventor said is like trying to renonbor the title of a 
month-old movic", 


As they scrambeled into the next resting-place sbove, 
a sort of pocket in the side of the nov sheer ascent near 
the summit, ld rofloctively said in 2 voice filled with nesr 
exnausBtlon, "Gcorgs, you certainly have faith in human ^ 
nature. I always say that people are naturally grecdy... you 
Ene the survival of the fittest. Nations act in tho sane 
manner. The stronger survives and the wenker crumblcs. You 
should resign yoursolf to that, George. It would be perfect 
If 211 of us as nations and individucls could solve it with- 
out violence but that is impossible. After this war, people 
Wall aet the same way they did after the last one er. the 
same way they have for conturios.". 


| George rose, brushed some dust from his tattered apparel 
end with disbelicf and distrust burning in his cyes, look- 
at Ed. Thon as he turned and slowly resumed the clinb ho 
told himself that Ed was like alot of other people ... inport- 
ent, powerful people who lost their senses of valuc ... truc 
velue in 2 treacherous world of deceit ond destruction, 


The brightness of the peak just above nearly blinded 
theme The last obstacle was a steep rock face and both nen 
Stood before it, looking upward to the summit with awe and 
reverence. Gcorge slowly said, "What hath God wrought’. That's 
what the telegraph inventor said". Then they crawled over the 
mock face to tho top +... tho end of 2 long clinb. 


After they had slowly gained their feet, they turned 
end for tho first time looked to sce what lay below. Their 
unbolioving eyes beheld 2 panorama of utter horror... their 
world Shimmering in destruction ... void of life ... steaming 
ees burning +... charringz... shrouded by a mist «+». o nist of 
death. Ed enzed 5t his companion end nurnurcd, "No Gcorgoj 
miat lath man wrought". Thon they strolled doim the gently — 
rolling slope on tho opposite side toward woods and ت٥‎ 
end noutains, 


THE END 


- 
o 
k> 


e 


ہو 


Unroquitod Love 


My timc is growing short 

My shroud will soon dosconde 
Because I tire oL life, 

This onc last verse I pen. 


I focl that you should know, 
Just why I think it's best; 
Por me to ond my life, 

And takc my final rost, 


in love I Was botenyod, 
Hor name was on my brosth, 
sho did Bot cape for me 
So now I go seek death. 


The way to do TELS decd, 
is what 1 must docido, 
a Dullob in my head, 

Or tako somo cyanidos 


l'a dono with my sad telo, 
{Hats all I have to say, 

oho first dcstroyod my heart, 
1 do the rost today. 


~» lan Kaplan 


West Hall 


washington Colloge, that's my homo 
Now I'm herc, but I'd like to roam 
They coneontrato on studios, not social life 
And you cat with a fork, not a hunting knifc 


Now listen to tho story I'm going to give . 
The pride of thc campus is where I live 
Modernistic dormitory callod West Hall 
Whore tho boys are nico and angcls all 


| This definition you are allowed to keep 
Only whcn tho boys arc fast aslcop 

Things arc calmest before twolve o'clock 

But thon you'ro hit with a dripping mop 


That starts it off in thc quiot hall 

„nd it quickly turns to a full-sizod brawl 

Tho watcr is slung and the old hall rings 

And the drunks conc in and think thcy'ro kings 


Tho brand now dorm is for recreation 

“or tho boys play ball with the best in tho 
nation  - 

Thoy bounec it, throw it, and kick it too 

4nd if you ro not carcful, thcy'11 kick you bluce 


Tho beautiful building sits up on a hill 
Radiating warmness, but novcr still 
But of all tho places I'd like to be 
Next to the Air Cort, West Hall's for mo 


Bill Solomon 


“af 
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aho is tho girl of the oxtra-=curri cular, 
Hor main conecrn is not your books, 

Por sho has only onc particular, 

and that is only your looks, 


nt First YU easK Hör for a datc, 
And soon e ou'rc going etoady, 

But still dod ro novor latc, 
Though your frat pin makcs hor roady. 


Boon fhoro's e ring un hor finger, 
But all dccsn't ond thoro, 

Por hor voico is liko a singer 
And soon you don't hav: a carc, a 


Before you know it you'vc sct a dato 
and thc Emerê ila tions bogin. 
You think, but such too lato, 
For you! vo cormittcd tho sin, 


4 Sinnor 


I 7 Bot who Shc Bo 


There is a maidon fair, who 
Sonowhoro waits for nos ۱ 
And thous ch I know her naric, 


I know net who sho bo 


Be Je Ba 


The Smoke of Joy 


Fo smoke a Sigarctte, cigar or pipe 

is to some a wondrous thing. 

A joy and right which might 

mo. as rslaxzing as a day in spring, 

Bat when in aprilo with its showers souto 

And tho profcssor of English gnaws to the rooto, 
Upon asking us to cxtinguish our smokes outright 
By God and His heavens, it is a terrible thing, 
To bo so beastly as to dony us 

A pauso of rofrcshing convalescence 

in our quest for learning. 


Porcy Bysshe MeDonnoll 


Qe 


Tho Girl I Love 
Protty as a picture 
Gontle as & dovo 
Fascinating as a lure 
That's tho girl i owes 
feos akan Fo 


22 
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Tho Littlc Men's Chowder and Marching Society 


Tho Mt. Vernon Litorary 

ls a distinguished socicty indcod, 
inspire of its rocont publicity 
In a column gone to sced. 


We're tho ossonco of sophistication, 

Tho pride of tho campus and town, 

and as for our litorary intontions 

Wo plant flowcrs and troos.in tho ground, 
Wo chase after clusive creaturos 

Who haunt the world living or dead. 

But none of thom over confusos us, 

Exccpt a gold buttorfly--thrco stops Uhcad, 


This oroaturo throws taunts in our dircetion 
And hovers with fiondish delight, 

To watch plans for Campus improvement, 

Thon pounce on them left and right, 


Our chanccs for survival arc Waning, 
won't someone ploaso como to our aid? 
and dcspite our state of confusion, 
Call a Spade a spado. 
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Drink Up 


IL was a sultry summer cvoning and Just 
beginning to grow dark. «a slight brcozo had come 
up from tho north and somo rather ominous thundcrhcads 
had mado their appearanco in tho castorn sky. o were 
driwing honc from a day at tho occan and I was fool- 
ing rathor good at having won a littlo moncy playing 
a Slot machine. Fred vas busying himsclf with she 
dual resecnsibilitics of kecping tho car on-tho road 
and trying to find a station on tho radio that wasn't 
completely drownod out by static. Tom sat in the 
niddlo telling us onec moro what a fino figuro that 
girl in tho rod swim suit had had, 


| The storm broke just as wo ware coming into East 
H auilton, a small ünincorporatod town typical in 
tuis section of the country. Tom, who had OBES Lived 
near hcerc, suggested that wo stop at the local pub and cta 
have a brow or two until the worst of tho rain had 
passcd over. H o knew Fred and mo well enough to 
know wo would never refuse and we were soon parking 
noxt to a rather iuposing concrete building which, 
oxcent for the noon sien in front advertising Clay. 
ton's Beer," could easily have beon takon for tho 
bank, which, Tom,oxplainod, it onco had becn. The 
bars were still on the windows and over the doorway 
Sonconc, apparontly with more ambition than banking 
genius, had carved in tho conercte, "First National 

B ank of East H amilton," 


From the inside tho place was cxactiy liko the 
thousands of other small town taverns all over the 
country with the oxcoption of tho old bank vault 
which, I supposed, had bccn too much i^ ubie to 
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‚64ayton's when cur bonefactor ‘came over to 


our booth and hovered over it, swaying slightly 
fron side to side. Hc drow a box of cheap 
cigars from under his right arm and offcring it 
to us .pcid; 


"Boys, have & cigar on mo...for my first 
child, who was born this morning. Can't blanc 
aman for celchrating a little when his first 
mad is born, can you? ‘he's awful small but 
I could scc that she's got my bluo cyos. Yes, 
BSIP. 26°S quito an occasion. say boys, you 
noed soma moro bccr," 


„with this ho straightonod up and lurched 
vowerd tho bar, ordorins another round for 
everyonsc. 


I was a dittle amused by the way in which : 
tho follow was eclcbrating the birth and think- 
ing how lucky we wore to have 8 along in 


timc to help hin spend his nonoys 


Pveryono at tho bar had received another 
pound of Clayton's and the bartendcr cwac 
Over with three frush bottles for us. I was 
rather Surprised whon ho sat down with us 
instcad of returning to the bär. 


it ^^ هب عب‎ iP 1 
You remeber Mr. Faynos that ran tho food 
mill out on Hightown Pond?" ho asked Ton. 


Tom nadded,. 


it ea وا‎ 5 o 
| TAS p that there is his son Bill. Ho 
EH c IC anderson girl last surm ic 
: On g ast suciicr Hc 
usod to l d i 


bc in horc a lot before thot cat this 


* ue 


is the first tine I'v6 Suen him dpinicing ginoo =. 
the marriage. He sure is im love with that girl 
and has behaved himself right well, I'll never 
forget how proud he was when he told me that his 
Wile wos oxpectia”. Hia cyos roolly iit up and 
his chest swellod way cut just like a roästerts, 
It's too bad. it turned out the way it did," | 


lom asked what had happencd. 


I was just draining my glass and Prod was 
lighting his gift cigar, clouds bf. gray smoke 
drifting to the colling, 


The bartender seid, "Oh, yea, 1 forgot you 
didn't knows the baby dicd two hours af tur it was 
born," = | 


dust thon, as a clap of thunder burst outside, 
Bill Haynes lookod our way and called out, "Drink 
Gp, boyas” 
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Anour Pordu 


Three im:.tho afternoon on a rainy Nov- 
ember day found Julia Tassigny curlod up on 
the lounge chair before the comforting 
warmth of the fireplace in her spacious 
bedroome Tho auturinal gusts of wind blew 
the scratchy boughs of the huge cak against 
the window panes; its almost methodical 
beat synchronizing with the ticking of tho 
Froneh mantli clock. Shadows, reflecting 
Inn ene glow of tho firc, nade familiar objodi 
of tho room look ominicus and oven her own 
shadow appearcd phantasiagorical against 
the wall. 


In just three more hours Gregg Larson 
would be over. in less than four hours, ovorye 
thing would bc over, Julia would tcll him 
Lhey could never consumate their lovc... 
she could never marry him nor anyone clse 
as far cs that was concerned. It would be 
a relief to stop her fantastic pretensions, 
her stringing along with Gregg on wedding 
plans, her drop. ing the mask of doceit, 


Tho sands of Julia's lifo werc lite 
orally reaching low cbb. She pondorod to 
ror hor 61 8 reaction when tho 
4 rot wou e revoalode.. Would ho givor ho? 

ebost tab : 
اتا‎ Be Bytibathy, thé 9ھ‎ Afton 
fama bins .f so ووفو جو‎ bof oro ordain- 
cd fato? 
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Julii remembered it was that August day that 
complctely changed her difc. Dre Wilson's pro- 
nouncomont of "six months to live" left hor hopo- 
lessly dazode 


"Of'ccurso,"- Dr. Wilson continued in his 
sympathetic voice, "I may bo wrong and honestly 
Drey I an." 


A tonse face spoke these words. Julia know 
that c face such as this never lied. The agcing 
physician continued to talk in his mild and sympa= 
Erotic Voice, Dur thousands of fiocoting images 
passod with staccato rapidity through Julia's mind, 
she had the focling of tho drowning nan who seos 
pores Quick Filcshes of dife pass by before tho 
final plundcr under thc murky surfaces “The words 
six months to live" began to clreulato, to ime 
print, to become so tangible that Julia felt as Tf 
ane could reach out and embrace thom. “he PONCE 
vereda how tho Jnstrunents in Dr. wilson's office 
began to do a wild dance. and that was all she 
e5uid remember. 


The Fronch mantle clock chiicd thrco-thirty. 
Gregg would be there in only two and a half hours, 
How would she tell him? Should sho first kiss hin 
as sho always did, or should she irmediately blurt 
Gut everything and get lt over with? Her train or 
th ught returned. She rememborcd how shó told Dr. 
Wilson of not wonting to be a coward. | 


"You never wc-a a coward, Julia Tassigny, and 
you novor will bob Dr, Wilson angrily retorted. 
"retro not going to give up by any means," he added. 
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and yet sho know Dr, Wilson realized his 
roassurances wörc nothing but cmpty and vapid 
comforts. She scnsed that ho fcit a hundrcd 
degrcos below being miscrable,. The reports ho 
received from the specialist wore her death no» 
tico. Julia had gone to consuYt the spocialist 
upon Dr. Wilson!s advice of her having compli- 
cations more serious than ho could handle, 

‚Julla raisod hor glance from tho sizzling 
embers in the fireplaces and noticcd horsolf in 
tho mirror. Her powder bluo cycs voro now ale 
most vocaontelike in their oxprosslon. Tho vivid 
black hair ncooded no bcauticiants fussy caro; if 
was naturally curly and woll*groomcde. The face 
sho saw was opulont, but o littlo hegegord. Hor 
figure was petite and flawlcss in proportion. 

She smilod sardonically as she rocallod the 
ultimate progrossions of o doad person. First 
therc- was rigor mortis, then dceay, thon... The 
clock chimod four, Grogg would bo thero in loss 
thon two hours, if only sho didn’t have to tell 
Gregg tonight, Julia was thinkinge Maybe a 
miracle could Happona : 

"Jalta, you'll have to bollove in mireciosa 
Promiso mo yondi visit mo onec a Wook Tor a 
ehockup,* Drs Witson had adwiscda 

The nursc camo in and cascd hor gontly 
out of tho officos She romembcred how sho 
ássurod tho murss sho would bo all right and 
wont down tho long flight of stairs into the 
street. The women whom sho know smilod at hor 
unetlously, wnile tho mon tippod their summer 
straws in typical small town fashion, 

“You peopl, you couldn't possibly undcr- 
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stand! My oxistonoc from hore on 16 crazy, dow 

optivc, and cheatod!"...Julia romenmborod how she 
had thet ionpulso te Berca ib cut Doloro ali of 
thon, but instcad rcturnod tho grcectings with an 
unintclligible zutter, 


a spark from thc burnidg log in thc firoplao 
Sputtorcod onto the sage of her foot and gingod he 
tee, That day, too, was a hot and singing days 


tho day sho had Taha to godown to thc boaeh, 
Funny h.v a thing like thc beach should matter, 
It seoncd like dos th was passing all around hos. 
Tho shiny black ears, tho black “fall drossos 
doaturod int bo loading 03288 shoppos, and ovon 
Mr. Hollis, thc undortakor, gave moro than a eor 
dial grcoting, 

: Hcr thoughts woro just then intcrruptcod by 
„Binder,.bkör pot dog, whe had come into hor bod- 
Poor ong put kis sold noso on Bor sr. Si 
pcttcd hir. 


"You miss Dad, tco?" Julia said as Binder‘ 
whincd and snuggicd up to hor, د‎ ne SO 
cruci to Julia feat her father 4no lovod life 
with Rabcloisan gueto diod mst lost yoar, Ho 
laughcod away death to tho last, WELLS hor in- 
sides werc crying. The sumptucus mansion which 
00ط‎ 007 Tassigny 10E to his only ehliod ana 

damghnter was opty. Shoe proncnborod her plans to 
sell the pice. and to have only thc ultra-modern, 
All thosc.plans wero usoloss n We. The ranbling 
houso would be BOR, Lost Fire, hon you have OMIT 
throo months To Live, it docen't rcally matter 
whoro you dio,  Thorc vas nothing to look forward 
to with hope and nothang to lock backward to with 
Dridcs. 


ól 
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Tho Glock ehinod Tivos Ib vos tho noxt hour 
Het would. counts Gregg vould take hor out to 
ainncr; o painatdking atfaair, for he. always hour od 
hope for not cating, She was tirod of brushing 
it asido with "I'm watching my diot” and Gregg al» 
ways checrfully yot E ioughod it off 
as ono cef those fondo prorogativos but in ono 


Ta a, 


More hcur De would EGO tac real roas ofi 

Hor oyos wandcrod Back to tho bluish-yellow 
flomos in the FiropLlacos--2¿1. sas- TAS wocks lator 
that sho decided to gu anoad with hor original 
plans ana wont down to tho beach, The ocean’ was 
a diffcront shade of bids. d 3apphirc bluo and 
the sun was gcldon yollowe- A smile crosscd her 
Tato as sho Pocaliod hor first mecting Grogg? 
like any normal girl moocte. a fcllow, She was 
sitting on tho boach when she noticed the satanic 
groch oyos ond ehoorful £266. The bronze figure 
know that ho was the objcet: of her spy glasscs 
and cautiously approached her. 


"I thought I'd come a little dlosor so you 
could got.a better viou of mo without your spy 
op LOTES 11 a € وب یحم‎ Ma C ^ 
glasses,” Grogg addrossed hor for the first timo. 


"OheeNOesl noon it wasn't ycou,..I was look. 
ing at tho ship out thoro. Julia blushed. Gregg 
lookod to whero sho pointed, but tho ship had fone 
Sines disoppcarod beyond tho horizon... They both 
began to laugh, and thoy laughed tho entirc days 


Grogg was a nuch-ncodod tonic as long as they 
leughod. Laughter dovolopod into physical attrac= 
tion, Physical attraction dovolopod into montal 
attraction. It was an intoxicating love, but 
Julia silcntly condemned horsolf. 


Julia must tell him bLonizht, Thot sotticd 
it, Tho clock chimed five-=thirty. Three months 
of insane joy to be followed by three months of. 
insane bolle She would tell Groza she could not 
Harry biu, Tho firo in tho firopla co smoldeorcd 
and bogan to dic oute 


The Gosrbell FONT, Gross vas not supposed 
to como until six. obo hoard the maid open the 
door and Gregg's resonant and cheerful voicc ox- 
changing zroctings With her and asking for Jullas 
¿lio 06600160 panicky ot The upset in hor tios 
Bablas ohe would have to so now and. tell hin all, 
Mechanically, sho rose Tron hor chair and walked 
slowly into thc hall, The telcphone suddonly 
Jinglod and her heart thwipod at tho unexpectod 
intcrruption. She picked up the rocoivor, 


"Judie? Do you still belicve in niraclos? 
It was Dr. .il1son's excitcd voicc booning over 
tho Ltolephuno, Nell, a miracle has just happened 
ta youll' You know thc roport fron the spocidlisto.. 
1 rechecked it with him and we discovorod to out 
anazonont that your reports vcro nixcd up a that 
of ant olderiy woman with the samc nanc...Mr 
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Julia Tassigny. Juli a, are you still thoro?! 
ii 3 1 a y بج‎ in ہے سیپ‎ ti in san 
YE Yes... y03, I hear you." Julia ern 
"But thé reports disclose you have a slight 
rowth which Will have to be taken care of as Soon 


ne possibló," "Dr. wilson adviscde 


Julia's eyes. fillod with tcars as sho promised 
she would "me in the following day. 


"moko cara, my dear, you're one lucky girll" 
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Dre ils... hung ups 


mita replacod tho rooocilvor Just os ڑا‎ 
was GALLI 


2. "Como on. Jullo, whet's EKocplug yor 89 
longe" 
ong? 


$ 

"à miracio, Grogg," Julia anatored and 
Stertod to scamper down tho stairs, Suddonty, 
"hom. too caught on the looso ond of tho piush 
carpct and she plunged headlong down tho wind- 
ins staftrs,  Grogg rushed over and pickod up 
the lifoloss form, but Julia was doad. The 
Fronch mantic clock ehincd six, 


The End 


Mendel Beilig 
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Best=Seller Professor 


Herbert Wilton walked over to his college mail- 
box with the dignified gait that befitted an assis- 
tant professor of imglish and an authority on Chau- 
cer. After the years at Gainmar College, Dr, Milton 
was almost an institution. At thirty-six his hair was 
slowly receeding from his forehead and his waist- 
line was an inch or so more than it should have 
been. Dr. Milton opened his mail-box and began 
to look through the sheaf of letters with an almost 
boyish cagernesse lle alweys enjoyed getting his mail 
more at this college box than at him homo address. 
Possibly because Eleanor always opened all the letters 
that came to him at homo, . He stuffed the usual 
book advertisements in the nearest wastebasket and 
turned his attention to a perusal of thc romaining 
icttcrse He fished out thc one with tho address 
of a well-known book publishcr on it nd savagcly 
ripped it open, He glanced down at the letter oxpoct- 
ing the usual rejection slip. 

Thon bis face turned wbitc, his brosth bogan to 
come in short gasps and his hands trcombicd so he 
could scarcely finish reading thc lottor. Feeling 
as though his logs would not support him, he 
loanod against a “wall rubbing his brow with his 
hand. 

"No, it can't bo," ho, groanod to himsolf. 

"UI sont it as a’ Jokos After tho y rejected my. 
critical cssays, to accept that Jurid, sox-fillcd 
novel I dashed off to amusc mysclf.” He rocallod 

how ho had used the writing of thc novel as an 6 
to cscapo the company of Elcanor's socially prom- 
inont fricnds at the fashionablo resort where thoy 
had spent tho previous summer, If ho had beon able 
to take tho fishing trip hc had wantcd, it would 


AP 


never have boon written. "What will tho Dean 
say?" ho wondercd. "I'll bo summoned bofore 
the Board, My professional standing will bo 
ruincde An oxport on Chaucer writing a passe 
ionato lovo=-storys Oh, no." 


Slowly Dr, Milton's customary composurc 
returned, His breathing bocame more rogular, 
and his mouth tightonod and hardened in a 
resolute oxprossion scemingly out-of. place 
on such a mane Finally a slight but dofinito 
twinkle appcared in his cyes as he perceived 
tho humor in tho situations 


Ho bogan to study the lottor which hcd 
upset him more carofullys. ji 

"TILL lose my psoition, So what? PAfty 

thousand dollars will Zast me quito a while. 
I might as well take ful advantage of tho pub- 
lishopr's poor Taste in lfitoratupro. din foot, 

I think I might oven onjoy this." 

Dr. Milton strade down the hall to the 
Dean's office with a jauntior stop than ho ha 
uscd im many yoars. Usually he would not have 
noticcd the students norvously awaiting confor- 
onec with tho Doan, but today thoy auusod him. 

At last it was his turn, The Dean was sure 
prisod to soo Dr. Milton whom bo had regardcd 
as a mild, unobtrusive man, so Dr, Milton's 
words bit him with the Impact of a tbüundorbolb, 

"I'm taking a year's leave of absonso- starting 
next month. I intend to tour Europo," 

"But, but Dr. Milton. You just can't do- 
cido a thing 14} to that so casually. 1 don't ERO 
1% wo can get. a رد مت وو‎ Your application 

will havo to go through tho rogular channcls. 
That takcs timo, It may bo soveral months bo- 
forc you got spproval," 

"1111 bo in Europe by thon", calmly Poplioü 
DP. Milton. 

"But if you do that I'll not bo able ve 
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guarantco you that you'll got your job 
ack when you return.” ۷ 

"Don't lot that worry you, sir. I 0» 
tainly isn't. bothering mes I just stopped in 
vto EVOL yc noticos. By tho way, I oxpoot to bo 
111 tomorrow so don't expect ro at classcs." Ho 2 
rosc, wont to the docr, oponod it and turned to 
conclude with faultless poise, "Good-day, sir." 

Tho Doan gasol, ¿al socoohloss for several 
minutos and Thor Gauick.y ZOE Gp to tao an aspirin 
aña hurry to. the Wressadjut*s ^ifieco, 

Dr, Milton was corfortably soatod in his fave 
oritc oasy chair when Eloanor, his wifo, camo hono, 

"Hallo; deat," 

"Hollo, Horberts.. I must sco if that cocok 
has dinner ready,  I-forgot totoll her about tho 
salad," j 

Hc watched his wifo hurry to tho kitchen, 
٦٦06700 vagucly what they were having for dinncr 
and roturnca to his reading. 

Tho dinner guost turnod out to be Donald 
ufdhan, an cld admiror cf his sistor-in-law, Chori, 

Mr. Milton was so c-oncornod about tho inpros- 
sion the dinncr had rindo on Donald, whom she conside 
ered.a very cligiblc suitor for hor sister, that 
Dr. Milton novor 306 a chance totoll hor of his 
change of fortune. Hc was putting on his coat 
to leave thc next morning when he realibacd that 
hc had not informed hor. “o considcred tho prob- 
lon for a ricnent, thon wont back to the dining 
room where his wife was finishing hor breakfast. 

"I forgot to toll you, my doar, i'n leaving 
for ropo- noxt month,  lI'vo vantod tc q for 
years. Youll! havo to pack a FUT. things for mo. 

By tho way, would you call tho Dean ond toll biu 
i'm ill? I've got to attend to some business 
downtown," 

i Herbert. what do you mean going to 
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Europe? We don't have tho money.  You'ro not going 
alone?! 

"I have no objection to your coming along 
if you wish," 

H saving said all that he wanted to Dr. Milton 
walkod out of tho house leaving a bowildorod wiro 
behind hirn- 

His first stop was thc publishor's,. He found 
ad of the firm onbthusiatloly briciins hnis 
advertising azonts for the advance advortising cf 
Dr, Milton's bock, After a long, satisfactory cones 
foronec with the publisher Dr, Milton visited the 
office of a loading stoanship company whoro he got 
rosorvations on tho noxt ship for Europos 

Pro wooks intor the advanec publicity camo out. 
Dr, Miiton gos an ironic satisfaction from roading 
tho ads for his book which doseribod his heroino 
as "morc ruthless: than Scarlott O'iara, moro daring 
tian Kitty. a BRUCE Salomo," Accord ling to the 
‚press azonts his opus was عدو قط"‎ than Forcvor 
Amber and thc Kinscy Report rolled togcther," 

uch ho robuencd from collogo tho noxt aftore 
noon his wife mot him at the door for tho first 
tino in over nono Voor ss 

"Herbert, Horbort. These papers. You didn't 
writc this book, nid you? You couldn't," 

"ivhotacr I could or not, my doar, I'm afraid 
I dig," " 

"But-is it ad bad as these ads nako out?" 

"hon I considor it I don't think tho pross 
hoticcs ovorosbimaáto lt a Dita” 

"oh, Ecrbort, what will رت‎ frionds say? 
And your job at thc ecollogos' 

"Your frionds will bo standing in lin. to got 
uy autograph; As for my job, I'm nov ovon suro 1 
want to koop it," 

Tho book was a bost-sollcr from the first 
copios. Tho news sproad over tho is Galnmar 
campus iliko wildfires, The EOS 7 "rad with 
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with all tho dctails. Dr. Milton ا وکا‎ thct 
students who had novor known Lim ocfore starad at 
him. Hc was pointed out es an ام‎ of curiosity 
to strangorse .Profossors who had but him before 
stoppcd to speak. The Board of Governors mot to 


considor the casc.  Thoy voro cqually divided bo- 


tween those who. wc ro morally outragcd by Dr. Mil- 
ton's novel and tho go who worc- ovorjoyod to have 
Ddbestesolling author on tho fa culty so thy ar- 
"uod and shouted at cach otncr and in 0ھ‎ 
id nothing. | 
Mcanvnilc, tho only culm person on tht came 
pus was Dr. Milton, hiiscif. de shook hants, 
autographed books, mado public appcaranoecs' and 
rcmaincd unoxeitca and porfoctly at casc. 

Mrs, Milton, however, was not quito sd sclf- 
posscd.. when sho had marriod Dr, Milton ten 
ycors bsforo shé had: visions of nis bocoming 
Profcsoor of English, Doan or ovon Prosidoht of 
thc collogc. But when 8 ‚only assistant 
profissor for so many yoaors, and Lis 7877 
disscrtations on Chaueor had zathorud only ru- 
icction slips, she had lost all hopt. Now” tho 
sudden sucecas in-an uncxpoctod direction m» 
uhclmcd here 

| áftcr all thc publicity stunts and lcóturos, 
Dr. Milton was glod when sailing timo comcs , He 
was sitting on th: dcck thc first night when his 
wif. came up «and satd swoctly, "Horbort, dcar, 
ict's tae a stroll dreund thc deck, It's s Lovely 
night." | 

Milton lookcd up at th. moon whick was‏ پا 
Shining bri^htly and thon at his vifo. Sly was‏ 
una & 1 w dross in his fovoritc shadow Urs‏ 
Milton didn't considcr LE sopristiosnt.d cneugh on‏ 
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“he couldn't rcmcmb:r her buying anything in that 


Shadc sinco thoir honeymoons It also Lcd 9 nooke 
linc almost as low as the onc on th: model who 
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adormod tho cover of hls book. Dr. Milton 
smiled as ho caught o wniff of, the suggostivc 
pcrfumc bis vifo had on, and gov np. Appare 
ontly his Eurppoan trip was foi. * to prove 
intcrosting in a way ho had not anticipated. 
and os they strollod down, tho moon-lit dock Dr, 
Milton decided it was quite all, right with hin, 
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And tho Wind Howlod 


Over and over again the sandy dust swirlcd 
upward and.downward and around and around in thc 
lazy purplc sunsct, The fow low-hanging clouds 
poflcoetcd bright huos of rod and crangc and dcop 
purple from the gun. ‘these bright Bucs wore in 
burn reficetcd by thc swirling dust as tho cold 
northern wind blow it along. As far as thc oyo 
could soc, thorc was only thc cold brown dust 
blowing ovcr thc hot darkoning plain, Slowly 
tho sun scttlcd bctwcon some mountains so' far 
away that thcy could hardly bo sccne And, as tho 
last rays of tho Aying sun rcflcctcod off thc 
scattcring clouds, a groat- and torriblo silcnec 
camo over tho vast Rc a silcnes broken 
only by tho mournful howl of thc cold spring wind 
and tho sound of tiny drops of dust and send as 
they fcll upon thc sunbakód ground, 

At long last, thc last doop purplo ray of 
the sun 2 ۶+ ds but it was not dark, for tho 
palc ycallow moon was just rising, not far from 
whero thc grcat sun had dicd.  Howcvor, tho 
clouds did not rcficct the moonlight fcr there 
wore nona..to bc scon. The cold dry wind had donc 
its job. Then, from somowhoro, or nowhorc, a wolf 
howlcd and thc echo hovlod back. Again it bucamo 
ام مو‎ Slowly tho moon roso highcr in tho 
heavens. .And tho stars .camc cute Sonctimcs cnc 
at a timc. somctimcs in groups. 

“They brought mo cut hcro this morning, -å 
cco hole wes quickly dug and I, with my hands and 

fcot bound with chains, was lowcrcd into tr: pit. 
As the dirt was placcd around mc it Was paor.- 
down tight with a heavy wclght. When thcy wero 
finished, just my hoad was protruding above thc 
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arid soil. Thon they loft and. as the horsos 
disappcarod in tho hazo, their racks woro come 
pletely blown away. Tho day had bccn very hot 
and I know that if I livod through thc bittor 
ccld of tho night I would bc roastod to dcath on 
the morrow; that is, unless some stray animal 
decided to make a meal out of me first. 

"But why was I here? I can't really say. 
All I can remember was getting up in a deserted 
street. A few moments later some soldiers arrest- 
ed mc and took me tc a dark gloomy dungcon. How 
long -I stayed there I cannot really tell, but it 
seemed more like a few yoars thon thc few mise 
erable days it really was. I could not got any 
information out of the guard, for no one would go 
noar me because cf some strange disoase I hade 
Finally I was takon by some soldicrs, who kept 
somo distance bonind me, to a men who secmcd to 
be « judge. Ho read some papers and, without lot- 
ting mo say a word on my behalf, sontoncod me to 
dio aut here on tho ogun plain, 

"No ono spoko to mo as I was lcd awaye And 
thcy wastcd no timo bringing me heroes In somo 
ways thoir language was slightly familiar, but in 
othcrs it diffored fron my own. Howovcr, I hoard 
ono of my guards say, to tho offoct of, that I 
had boon found with a bloody sword in my hand. and 
tho king's right hand man was lying nearby in a 
pool of his own blood. But who was I? I ncvor 
found out. No ono soomod to know!" 

Across tho cold heavens slid tho gracoful 
mocn; hor long silver ribbon moved along with hor, 

Thoro woro no clouds, but it was hard to soo tho 
sters, thc clouds of dust wore so thick. And tho 
wind was cold. Frcczing cold. 

ás tho sun roso slowly ovcr tho lifoloss 
plain, a judge was roading a lottor from a far 
away king abcut thc lattor's’insanc loper soni 

And thc wind raccd avor "arde 

pole E s d. 
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Condcmned to Dio 


The man sat in thc cornor of the samll room on 

a hard wooden cot. Ho sat there locking through a 
mail window high in the wall, looking at: tho black 
night and the cold icy rain which camc down in tor 
Ponts. ibis could havc. boon any mor but it wasntt, 
This could have been any room, but it wasn't, -The 
window was ٥877م‎ Tho room was a cell on dcath row 
in thc "big housc", and tho man was a convict wait- 
ing to go to the cloctric chair. already ho was 


shavcn bald and tho logs of his trousers wcro slit so 


as to mekc casicr thc fastoning of the ircn straps 
and iron hclmct.° The proachor had boon.thoroc, had 
said his praycrs, ond had lcft the man snivcling in 
the cornor by himsclf, 208, the man was crying 
There arcn't many who don't whon thcy arc "condemnod 
to dic." Tho man sbivorod, not bocauso cf physical 
cold, but because of a morbid foar of dying. If - 
they had only given him life scntenco, ho thought, 
but no, hc was to dic in tho chair, 

Ho thought of tho many ways of istud but nono 
scomod so horriblo as tho chair. To hear tho foot= 
steps of thc prison guards, to hear thc kcys jingle 
ag thc guard nc rvous ly 1710010168 at the lock, to hear 
thc iron docr swing schrccchingly opon and hoar 
‚cur own footstops mingle with those about you as 
you walk tho last milc---thco last milo». To hear tho 
mamblcd words of a scrvant of God as ho prays for 
thc forgivonoss of ycur sins and for thc salvation 
of your soul. To hear your own sobs and fcol tho 
not tcars on your checks. and thon es you soc tho 
chair to Boar you’ own sercams of "No, no, for God's 
sako. Have mercy, ploasc,." This, as he pictured 
it, was a fato worsc than hell. This was thc worst 
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cesspool of sickening sludge. His momentun 
carried him under; ho camc up gasping and start- 
cd swimming through thc rotton corruption in 

the dircetion opposite the stcep procipico, His 
Toot finally touched thc sowcr bottom once moro 
and ho scrambled from tho slimey pit. Ho roalizod 
that to retrace his stops would be impossible, 
To got back this way past this coss pool and up 
tho slimcy slopc---but why should ho think of 
that? Hc was out of thc putrid scum now and hc 
noticed that the scwer was slightly inclined, 

On his hands and knccs he crawlcd. Over thc 
rough hard tilc his bloody hands quickly spcde 
Would this dannod scwcr never ond? «and thon as 
if in answer to his praycrs he roundcd a turn 
and saw a small opening not 100 yards away. He 
was the happicst man in the world; he was frco, 
free, But when ho was 15 foot from the opening 
he emittcd a sercam which would havo made the 
screams of -thosc in hell sound like whisporcd 
prayorse Hc bawlcd, rollcd on thc sovor floor 
liko onc gonc made Ho cursed and scrcamod again, 
for thoro dircctly in front of him was an im- 
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passable barrcd opcning and a human skclcton, 


Jack McCullough 


40 


^e 


. = 
E. d 
3 E 3 
> «= 
i 
B 7 
9 
T 
4 
LI ۰ 
MOR 
17% ` 
7% fa 
: Fo 
١ bd - 
L 0 
. 
* 
$ > d 5 
5 5 
t 2 my 
E 7 ' 
- 
* E 
a LE > 2 e 1. 
. 
e 
* ٠ 
٠ . 
ET, ! 
Te. 
0 
~ 一 
ú 
“ 
2 
LI 
* 2 
A - " 
. 
* 
| 
3 


4- 


LIS 


i 


y 


: 
E. 
ry 

L] 
١ 
0 
۶ 


۰ 
E 
d h - 
. 
' 
- ~ ٢ 
۰ y 
" » 
^ L 
> 
+ eu 
0 
T 
r 
^ 
- 
" 
" P 
> 一 
DÀ. A 
a جا‎ 
یی‎ d 
' 
L] 
۹ 7 
d . 
Ñ 0 
$ U s 
0 - 
5 
f 
E 
- 
y 
Tr 
E 
* 
* 


E 
0 
. 
. 
è 
3 
b » 
وش‎ 
۴ 


A 
E. 
DE 
n 

; 
a 
» 2 

y 


he 


Dedication to a 7 


Tho dark clouds fill thc dimming sky abovo-- 
They hide the sun and send the birds to nost, 
Whilc winds arc whirling, whisking lcaves about, 
The rustling trees rcsound to silcnt rain 


Which falls amid the din of thunderclaps, 


And lightning leaps like firc across the sky. 
The tumult then is followcd by thc rain, 

So stcady in its rich cntrancing beat; 

So near hypnotic in its pensive spell. 

How well is life comparcd to this, the storm 
Which springs with sudden gusto from the calm, 
How wcll I know how pcacc and calm of life 

Can bc porvadod, torn by suffcrcd anguish. 

And then, 2266660604 by the crucl shock-- 
Despair, so solomn, ochocs back tho griof 

As if to bring remcmbrance of tho blast, 

But storms cannot continue on with rain 
Forevcr beating downs no, they must ond, 

and lifc, likc storm, must not abido with pain 
But must kecp on, dospite the shattercd dreams, 
with hope of promised sun and trust in God, 
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Forward 


The Washington College Sausage, which is composed 
of original poems and prose contributed by the students, 
was founded by Mr, Ralph Thornton, former English 
instructor and faculty advisor to the Mt. Vernon 
Literary Society. The title,,the Sausage, is taken 
from that of a humor magazine which was published at 
Oxford in the 1800's, 


Sincere thanks are due to the members and friends 
of the Mt. Vernon Literary Socioty for their contri- 
butions and efforts in helping to make this edition 
of the Sausage possible, A special word of thanks 
must go to Boris Schelenger and Betty Irene Ivens 
for their untiring efforts on behalf of this publicat- 
ion. The advice and aid of Mr, Brubaker and Mr, 
Barnett has been invaluable in our task. 


Every effort has been made to present the 
material as it was received. We apologize for any 
errors in printing or editing. 


Arden Je Fox 
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Love Not too Líttle 


Love not too late nor yet too soon. 
Love not alone the flower's bloom: 

For deep within there breathes the soul 
Of one who seeks a greater goal 

Than love for love's poor sake alone. 


Love not too carelessly nor tight, 
Love soon will die that has to fight 
The unseen grip of a selíish mate, 
Or shovid it meet the other fate 

Of one who cares too little. 


They say to love is but to live, 

So share and then to give and give, 

Until it seems the worlds must part 

With all the joys of the human heart 
That knows it loves at last. 


Come dip your cup and drink your fill, 
Refresh yourself for the climb up-hill; 

For over the rim lie the dreams of the heart, 
Whers loved ones meet and need not part 

Who wisely lived and loved. 


34 


Kay Hoighe Ahern 


(1) 
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Nicht 2 


Midnight! The. stcoplo clock tolls out tho hour 
When night, her; course half run exhelos 

With gontic sirh of zephyrs in distress, 
Wand'ring, they know not whcrc, in lonclincss; 
And up the moonlit campus in a shower 

Of silvery splendor, glcamins bright as day, 
Stalk imares once known, and fer away, 

yot closo as e palm!s roach: those foot 

Thet nightly sanctify this holy place, 
Treading the walks and shadowod ways 

By day we know, but lack the praise 

To Boo into thoir neturc, what llos there 
Beyond a blade of grass, e strand of hair, 
What all-pqryadin¿ force strives to complete 
Itself, here in this hauntod hour. 

For lo! The dawn in fragrant radiance breaks 
von the cast, scattering tho night 

In but a flecting semblance past 

And half forgotten; yet with the morn 

A new day dawns, Man's spirit is reborn. 


Richard Stevens 


"Combat Jump" 


When the sound of a transport plane warming its 
engines drifted across the airfield and struck my ear 
I suddenly felt sick to my stomach, I dropped the cig- 
arette I was smoking and ground it out with my jump- 
boot so my buddies would not see that my hand had begun 
to shake. 

I glanced around to watch the airfield come alive 
as the mdn struggled to their feet, They looked like 
miniature camels as they got clumsily up, bowed under 
the weight of their two parachutes, full-field’ pack, 
steel helmet, ammunition, and the rifle that was str- 
apped to their left legs. Our First Sergeant was on 
his feet in a flash and his voice roared at us like my 
father used to roar when I asked him if I could use the 
family care 

"At ease, Sit down you eager beavers. We still got 
a half hour before they get all the planes warmed up." 

I sat down as the rest of the men did, obeying the 
voice that we had been taught to obey without question, 
My mouth went dry and my hands began to sweat as they 
used to do before the starter's gun went off in the 
hundred yard dash, back in high school. But I wasn't 
back in high school and this wasn't any hundred yard dash 

This was the long, mentally exhausting wait that 
always precedes & combat parachute jump. The wait, that 
the recruiting sergeants never tell you about when they 
ask you t join the Airborne, The wait, that you never 
see pictured on the rocruiting posters that only empha- 
sizo the shiny parachute wings and the even shinior 
jump boots that you can wear when you have completed 
jump School, 

I felt a hand on my wrist. I glanced up sharply at 
this invasion of my reverio, The voice of Sergeant Smith 
broke further into my revoric. 

"Hey, Becker. Gota cigarette? I'm all out." 

I fumbled in my pocket for my crushed pack, pullod 
it out, and held it out to him. 

"Here you bum," I said, "I hope you choke." 
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He waited until ho had lit his cigaretta before 
he answerod, : 

"What's the matter, kid, you getting jumpy?" 

“Go to hell," T told.him,. hoping that this foreod 
brávado would cover up tho empty ioellng I had insido 
of mo and that I wanted to koop there and not lot 
crawl out where everybody could see it. Ho grinned at 
me but I know that it had worked for he turned away 
and started up a conversation with the man next to him. 

It's funny, I thought, how somotimes evon your 
best friond can't bo taken into your confidonoo at a 
tims Like this. Tho Japanese call it "saving faco", 
this trying to koop from showing your fear,. the: Amor- 
icans call it "not being chiekon." I guess all sold- 
iors have thoir exprossions for it but whatever they 
callit, Tb! s still tho. same, tho World: ovor. | 

Suddenly, a pink flare burst over our heads and 
split tho derk-bluo morning sky with its brilliance. 

I scrambled to my foot. Now I didn't. havo:to foar tho 
First Sergeant. That was the signal wo hed*boon wait- 
ing for. I looked down tho airstrip and watched & trons- 
port plsng,. towing a glider behind it, begin to,taxi 

up to where wo were. standing, When it nad pulled up _ 
abreast of us our company commandor throw his arm in 

tho air, mado à -fow circular motions.and thon.jerked 

it down and pointed to the plane..Ho immediately bo- 

gan to run towards it and we followod him tho way kids. 
play follow tho leader. 

Whon I reached the iittlo motal-laddod.that led 
up end into tho belly of the plano my breath was com- 
ing in short, hard gasps ond my.knoos foli:as 1f thoy 
wers going to buckle under, the load.TL was-carrying. I 
put my Hands on tho railing of -the:laddor, -put.my Lort 
foot on the ladder rung, took a doop breath and heaved 
Myself up to the fiíest stop. 

Once I was moving I was all-risht. I moved on into 
tho plano amd sat down in my bucköt seat. on tho. right 
sido, which to all paratroopors is known as tho "bas- 
tard" side bocause jumping from that side must bo done 
tho opposito from tho way wo had boon teught to do it. 

As soon as I was sottled in my scat I fastonod my 
safoty belt and watched tho jumpmaster( who is iP, 


complote charges of, the plano whilo it is in the air) 
unfaston tho ladder I had just climbed and drop it 
to the Air Forco mon who wore waiting for it on tho 
eround,. After ho bad done this ho checked us all to 
soo that we had our safety bolts fastonod, Thon he 
moved Up to tell. the pilot that, averytbings was set 
for tho takc-off. 

TF eoutd toll the oxact moment. the pilot. got his 
orders from tho tower to take off; for the plano, paso 
a sharp jerk forward, then bounced and caught itsclf 
as the over-cagcr pilot slammed. on the brakes to com- 
ponsato for his rolcasing thom too quickly. 

Ho Gasicd tho plane to the ond of the runway, 
rovved tho enginos until I thought. they wore going 
take off by thomsolvos, and thon pPoloasod: tho brakos 
slowly. Tho plano moved focward, picking up momentum 
with ovory [Toot it covoroda. I watchod the ground, | 
51170-0705 tbo'opon door, slipping by fastor and Taster 
until ivt leoked liko a film in à movio that had been. 
speedoa up by a projector suddonly gono bosoria i 

Toppuldc fool the tail of the plene»eomeo e». and 
then that all porvading nothingness. that a bird must 
fool when ho loavos tho verth for tho first timo.Tho 
momont wo loft the ground, I, and ovory man in tho 
planc shouted onoword, "ATRBORNE!" I did this instinc- 
tively for it was part of tho routinc that thoy had 
nema cd into us during our jump sehool.treininr. It 

comod to have tho desired offoct bocause Ibogon to 
Pool rolaxcd and my foar vanished. An cscape for pont- 
US emotions tho psychologists call 1t, Ll conia fool 
the blood يم‎ through my voins onco again, and 
tho cockinoss, swaggor, and tho "don! t- eivo-a-damm" 
attitudo of jump school 08 como back in a sudden 
Elooda 

Tho junpmestor camo back RIT tho front of tho 
plano and told us that wo could smoko, now that we 
Woron tac air. L Bullet onte Gclóosnotto, bit, it. 
and startod to take an interest in' what was going on 
around mo; 

E MENTA: to cho POoSOrT.ol tho plano and eountod 
tho bundles of equipment lying on tho floor, teking 
up he space from door to door. Throo bundios, ono 


with tho machinc-guns and bazookas, ono with the 
mortors and ono with tho emmunition. Tho bundlos 
had colorful cotton pardchutes strapped to thom to 
designato just what typcof 2quipmont was in thom. 

PHon my Pago went to Las jum door, oub, and 
down. Hi; UE thousand fost bolow us was tho 
Sibuyen Soa, ottod with tiny islands, Slightly 
below end 2 کر تا‎ foot to tho roar mas the first 
plano and gliídor of tho formation that was strung 
out bohind us. As I was gazing downward my oyo 
enveht a flash of whito, sandy beach, Thon it yvan- 
ished past tho door and tho wator of the 8 
róplaced by tho rupeod, Snow-oappod mountains. of 
northorn Luzon. 

It won't bo long now, I thourht. As soon as wo 
loswvo tas water wo!rso-hoadlnr for the’ drop runos 

As if in answor to my thou;¿ At: tho jumpmaster came 
back, welkod to tho door, lookod out of it for a long 
moment, and walkod back to the pilot's compartment, 
A minuto lator tho five-minute wapning bell rang and 
tho jumpmastcr ro-appoorod and walked to his station 
at tho door, I unfastonod my sufoty bolt and began to 
make roady for tho jump. Tho first command was shoutod. 

"Got Ready." 
I unhookod my snapfastonor, placcd it in my right 
hand and mado suro tho canvas strap thet was sowcd to 
my snapfastonor (which hopls to open the parachuto) 
was not tanglod or did not hang down under my arm. 
Tho next command came. 

stand up and hook ذبن‎ 
I stood up, hookod my snapfestonor over tho anchor 
cablo thet een tho lonpth of tho pleno end pullod 
down, pord; tir I Coll LL Lock. Betora tho nox 
command of, "Cheek Equipment," I had already begun .. 
bo iuspoot my rosorvo chute, riflo, 86%,,; end tho 
oguipmout'on tho back of the man in Iront of mo. i 
slanpod him on his right lop so he would know, that 
ho had boom choekod. Ho did tho same thing. to. tho man 
in pront of him and so on down ‘the Lino until UG. GARG 
to tno first man who throw his hand in tho air to 
indicate that everyons had been checksd. Tho Two- 
minuto warning boli ranc and thon.I hoard tho 


jumpmastcr shout. 

"Got roady." | 

Tho anchor cablo began to jump and buck and I 
KNEW THAT THE EQUIPMENT BUNDLES WORS- BEING KICKED 
out. Thon tho much awaitod command finally camo. 

"Bosdy, Ho." : 

1 saw tho first man on.our sido of bins plano 
twist out and down. Thon I shüfflcd forward as tho 
men ancada of me kept disappearing, ono by onc. I 
reached tho door, thrcw my snapfastcnor as hard as 
Tt could- to the roar oi tho plono, pivoted in tho 
doorway and twistod out into tho slipstream I 
brought my Poot togothcr, bont my head, placod my 
placed my hands over my reserve chute and counted ones 
two thousand, throc thousand." 

l folu as if L wore caught. in. somo gigantic 
whirlpool and was struggleing to fight my way to 
tac surface only this whirlpool was one of air and 
noise instoad of water. 

l camo to the surface but instoad of breathing 
air it was knocked out of mo by tho jarring, jolting, 
wrenching impact of the parachets opening. My holmot 
came clanging down over m eyes and 1 jorkod on tho 
ond of my shroud linos liko a body on tho ond of a 
hanpmen'!s Pope. Tho air was suddenly quiet and I 
pushed my helmot back on my head and shouted, "Thank 
you, God, thank you." About me tho sky was fillcd 
with parachutes and glidors. Tho sky was baro of 
flack and tracer bullots, howovor, and I know that 
our jump had boon,& completo surprisc to tho onomy. 

£ poached high up on my shroud lines and pullod 
and tugged on them to guide my chute bi. tho mazo, 
The ground was coming up fast. When I was about fifty 
test from the ground I forecda myself to rclax and 
looked straight ahoad at the horizon as I had beon 
teucht, Thon e gust of wind caught mo and I startcd 
to drift backwards. Oh my God, I thought, I’ve had 
it now! 

My hools hit first, caught on a Little mound 
of dirt and I went over beckwards in a comploto 
somorsault. My chute collapsod on top of mo and I 
lay thoro, stunnod. Tho mext thing I felt was a boot 
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prodding mo in tho ribs, I glanced up. Thoro crouchod 
tho biggest major I hac over Soon, | 
"Apo you doad, soldior?", ho asked mc. 
torsie I boplied. 
fuor ithon,- got the holl upisana off this ٤7 
he said ahd moved off down tho field. 
Ll strugeled to free’ mysolf from tho folds: and 
lines of my chute, picked up my rifle and hoadod ror 
my squad rendozous point as fast as I could run. 


Paul We Becker 
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My Life end The Stream 
e 


A spring bubbles forth from tho virgin earth 
Brom the cool and fertile” pround. 


And thés mountain spring to a stream gives birth 


And thus is my life found. 


My life is similar to that of a stream 
Which begins among the hills, 

At birth we both are pure and clean 
But our life with dirt soon fills. 


The stream rushos down the mountain side 
pager to get AWAY 

The brown trout which in its depths does hide 
Beckons for “it “to ‘stay. 


The stream flows into tho foot-hills 

Here it is first employe 

It turns the wheels of the great ‘erist millas, 
Its natural beauty distroyed 


in its eager haste to get to town 
Tho stream crodes the soil 

Making it dirty, muddy, and brown 
Like one who secs hard toil. 


Past the foot-hills through gentle plains 
The muddy stream now flows. 

Into the low-lands where, when it rains, 
it is the worst of foes. 


Into the town which is reached at last 
The stream flows with delusions. 

A little later the town is passed-- 
The stream is disillusioned. 


Tas sawers ol town their Filth thrust forth 
Into the foesaken stream. 

All things long awaited, are not worth the 
Waiting, so it “so emse 


Instead of being used for fountains 
tts fato Lies here in shame, 
Its heart is back among the mountains 


Where peace and beauty reign. 


Jack D. McCullough 


Stillness Pisturbed 


softly now, gentle waters flow. 
Tiny ripple of a stone 

Grows and grows, util.” 

It covers the whole of the pond. 
Soe, little pebble thrown 
Into*"the pond at random. 
Disturbs this quiet end serenity. 
Strange how big littlo things 

Do sometimes grow. : 


Kay Heighe Ahern 
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Voll Mey, 90593 


Mamma, does Jesus) over snoezoet 

Is there in heaven an autumn breeze? 

Do ebildrem ini Heaven have’ vary pulls 

In Wirtter do they wear heavy wools? 

Does Sts Peter nave a great bic hey? 

Or an lee cream. cone of gold’ Tor mot 

Does santa Cleus Live way up thers? 

Does Gead have tims: To Pest in 8 chair? 

Does St. Mary wear glasses now that 
She's old? 

Do Little 20066 1809761760 - dold? 

Do they tako tonic in the spring? 

In Heavenpidothe blue bolls ring? 

And is it really, 777786 

That angels tuck God in at night? y 

Toll me, Mamma, is it true. f à 

That all the angobs vere Just iliko you? 


Kay Heighe Ahern 
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On First looking into the Sausage 


Honoe Vain deluding Joys 

Love of life and life of - Love 

Worship of all and any above 

Ely, from college girls and boys 

But haili thou Goddess, sage and holy 

Hail devinest Melaneholy 

We, ot. the stoop of lite 

Must soo it all-as strife 

To love and be loved in return 

is against, ‚our, 8948 [807 stern 

Love? s path can't bo straight 

Or lovers must awakon too late 

Poems and prose must be of gore 

With frustrated charagters galore 

Bury yonder sunny ray | 

We mustot live till break of day 

For we are the college writers: 

We are the joy fighters 

What!s whito must be gray and gray, black 

Let ho who smiles be put on the rack 

crying "Life must be gloomy" 

With Sausage and Remington 'tis off to a 
cavern roomy 


Donald 8. Owings 
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The Tormenter 
Much thousht.is given tó. that little creature 
who comes snooping about’ when everyone is deep in 
sleep. In fact, the thought weighs heaviest on the 
minds of those who cannot possibly sleep when they 
think of him or'what he might be about to do next. 

Of course you know already that I speak of. 
"Cyrus, the cutest of the small pests that are in 
captivity today. Cyrus just loves to scamper about, 
scratching as he goes slipping on the freshly Waxed 
floorse Ho doesn't wear shoes and is not accustomed 
to. such things as slipoery floors, Regardless he 
makes speed wnere ever Ne goes. Especially if he is 
hungry and knows that food is nearby. 

Only yeste raay evening T Baw- Cyrus. as lg LOT in 
bed. His first giveaway sign was a slight scratching, 
then a long slide as he lost his equilibrium on the ~ 
waxed floor. Pulling himself together he scampered 
off again. As he peered at me from behihd the waste 
basket to see if I was sleeping, it was possibile to 
ses in his small beady eyos that he was plotting to 
storm my top’ desk drawer where he knew some candy 
awaited him. He knew this because his advance scout, 
Adolph, had found it the previous night while on a 
foodsearch patrol. 

I lay back and watched and tried to figure how 
he would scale the legs of the desk. Ho can't uso. 
his scaling ladder: because he didn't bring it with 
him this time. He ceuld possibly call on Adolph as 
he js smaller and lighter and is more adept to 
climb ing than Cyrus. Incidently, Adolph won a pound 
of Swiss cheese in reward for his efforts in scaling 
a keg of beer last week at a party. 

Just thon I saw a smile on the little tormenter's 
face and I knew that his plan was complete. He always 
takes on 8 sheepish grin when he thinks of a new 
way to pester people, 

TSO, Without the aid of Adolph or a ladder, Cyrus 
quickly jumped from behind the waste basket, took 
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hold of the eleetric wires leading from the Floor Lemp, 
swung onto the chair next to it and sat down contem- 
plating his next move. He was still a good two feet 
from the top of the desk and there was nothing left 
to swing on. There wgs.a radiator a mere one foot 
higher that the seat of the chair where he was now 
standing ready to jump. So up on the radiator he 
went, with the help of his strong back legs to,pro- 
petl him. Ho didn't-stay long for it was so hot that 
ho immediately jumpod again and landed on the top of 
the desk. a | | 
. Sucess at-last well, all except for opening the 

desk drawer. He looked around for a moment,and then 
his little brain struck on the.idea of using the 
finger nall filo-that was lying thoro to pry open 
the drawer, Like a bolt out of the blue, he quickly 
pried open the drawer and gazed at his prizo, the 
candy. He waseas hippy as a flos in a dóg.pound 
until - snap! caught! He didn't see. the trap on 
.whieh tho candy lay as it was covered by & piece 
ef paper. | | 

Cyrus lay dead in tho mouse trap I had set for 
him only a few minutes before. I didn't want to do 
it but I had no ethor alternative as the "Mouse 
Killers Club" was about to discharge me for subver- 
sive activities. This was my first kill in weeks, 

After notifying nis next or kin I went out 
into the hall and placed a mark next to my name on 
the mouse tally shoet. It was a sad event indeed, 


William Ce McDonnell 
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Leneliness 


The mystic whispers of an August night 

Are lost within ad emptiness of sky 

O'er which the rusted moon is poised on high 

To LOS upon the Mills hor clouded light. 

"he winged winds are pausing in their flight 
To.moye. tho slondor tress, and laugh, and sich, 
But thon they wander on their way and die, 

To leave mist clouds that shade the moon from sight. 
My soul is feachins forth to touch the. wind, 

To feel the sky, to take the moon from shade, 

To grasp the wispy mist within a cloud; 

But moon, and mis, and cloud and sky are dimmed; 
My soul has reached thom, thon swiftly fado, 

And loneliness had caught me in her shroud,. 
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H. Donnally 


When twilight sweeps her veil across tne heavens 
lo Scatter threads of star-mist' In Ror par, ~~ 
She takes from me my careless daytime pleasures 
And offers me a melencholy calm. 


My soul is drained of strength and care-free boldness 
That thrive by light of brazen noon-day sun. 

TQ europe to hold seeurisy and glsdñesa, 

Bub will they flee upon tho wings of dusk? 


When twilight touches earth with mystic sadness, 

She brings a peace to nature's- turbulence; : 
She breathes to wrostless winds her soothing wisdom, 
She strokes the angry waves. of evening tides. 


And nature, like the weary cnild of evening, 

Is clothed in sweet serenity end bliss; 

And like the placid child, when duck drifts earthward 
Sho bows her nedding head and softly sleeps. 


My soul is filled with fatn in nature! 8 slumber, 
And I have found the haven of content. 

As twilight shadows drape "themselves in darkness, 
I bow my head and step into the night. 


He Donnally 


The Diary 


Rusty had a feeling today, a special kind of 
feeling, one that he couldn't quite name, It was 
intangible and just when he thought he had it, it 
would slip away from him again, slip away but never 
leave him éntirely. It was always there, in the 
attics of his mind, hiding behind his memories, He 
had too many of those, Rusty told himself, they need- 
ed cleaning out, They were just so many cobwebs to 
entangle him and like a fly he had to let himself be 
6 aught è 

"Come into my parlor said the spider to the fly," 
he quoted. 

Mentally Rusty shock himself and the cobwebs 
wavered daintily but remained firmly in place. He got 
up and.ran nis fingers through his stiff, close- 
cropped hair. It still retained the color that had 
given him hís inevitable nick-name "Rusty". Rusty in 
more ways than one, he thought, 
| Mary Ann was the only one who'd ever called 
him Dick. She'd been dead almost two weeks now and 
yet he could almost hear her calling hime When Mary 
Ann had called him ther'd always been that expectant 
quality in her voice-her voice had really been. the 
most lovely thing about her. It was sweet and high 
like a child's and one hated to disillusion it be- 
cause it was so sure that everything it touched was 
still wonderful and idyllic and had never been spoiled, 

"Dick," she'd call, "Come quickly, come seel" 
and she'd point to a bush with a new bud on it or a 
pretty picture post-card that had just come in the 
mail. One had to share, at least outwardly, her pleas- 
ure because one could not disillusion the voice; it 
expected you to get excited too and it wanted you to 
be pleased and one couldn't tell it that the same 
bush had the other buds on it and that one had seen 
the post-cerd the day before, ten for a dime, at 
Woolworth!s; one caught the pleasure and was finally 
made to share it by the voice, 

"Two weeks without you,Mary Ann," he thought. 
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"Two weeks in which I've done nothing. I haven't 
even given your things away. They're all to much 
a part of you that I hate to do ite: Your possess- 
ions were as individually yours as was your voice; 
They might. as, well have your, name on them. It would: 
be almost like wearing someone else's arm or leg." 

"You were a paradox. in so. many ways, Mary Ann, 
and sometimes I'd like to know just what went on in 
your thoughts. Were they paradoxical. to you too, 9 
Mary Ann, or did you know yourself? What did you 
write every day in that ۔‎ 4177 that you stopped keeps 
ing on our first wedding anniversary? 1 promised 
you I'd never read it>but-yeu-know promises have 5 
been broken before!" 

With. swift, and- determined: steps Dick crossed 
the hall and stepped into the room that had been hers- 
and there was: that feeling again-- Columbus must have 
folt like this when he'd known he was about to dis- 
cover a new worlds: Diek« had’: no» idea» what he was about 
to find 

He moved vagueiy: about the room touching famile 
iar objects, pushing aside the curtains, and pulling 
open drawerse There; holding: down: some letters on her 
desk was the paper-weight he'd sent her the time held 
taken that trip before: they were married. It was a 
shell, carved and dainty, and its weight which one 
could not see or guessshad always surprised him 

He remembered that trip well. He'd had so much 
fun that he'd been convinced that he wasn't ready to 
got married and he'd been quite prepared to tell 
Mary Anne He'd even known just what he was going to 
say- things about wanting to keep his freedom a little 
longer &nd not wanting to get tiod down but somehow 
he'd never told her, He had actually meant to, the 
day he returned and she'd met him at the station but 
there'd been something intriguing about her there, 
something more appealing than ever, She'd been early 
to meet his train but when it had finally pulled in 
he'd only caught sight of her. by colnmeidence sitting 
on a bench in the waiting room. She hadn't seen him 
until he'd stood in front of her: and then she'd 
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jumped and looked confused and mumbled something about 
it being too early for him to be there, Right then, 
for some reason, she'd looked so bewildered and alone 
in the huge waiting room with the ugly lights burning 
down on them, like microscopes on insect-slides, that 
he'd again changed his mind and decided that it was his 
duty to take care of her, that she evidently wasn't 
capable of it herself and that he'd been the one 
to do it. Besides she loved him so much, he knew. 

leta put his arm around Mary Ann and led her into 
the restaurant next door to get: somo coiiee, and pretty 
soon she'd been herself again, sweet and funny with 
eyes only for him. Two months later they'd been married. 

"I've nevef thought of regretting it" Dick 
thought, "I've loved every minute of my life with you 
and I can't quite imagine what it would have ment with- 
out yous L was &.50p, 2 fairly colored top and you 
always spun me in the right direction. And to think I 
almost didn't marry you because I was having too much 
fun! What an empty word that is now, Mery Ann, after 
all tho fun we had togother." 

Dick walked ovef to the mirror-topped dresser. 
He pulled out, the stool from Underneath. i5, straddled 
it, and opened the left. hand drawer, Reaching in back 
of her jewelry case he felt the soft leather binding 
of the book and slid it. out from between the scarves, 
handkerchiefs and gloves which covered it. There was 
a little gold padlock hanging. from. the clasp, but it 
wasn't locked and slipped open easily at Rusty's 
touche 

Ho remembered when Mary Ann. had. first told him 
about her diary. Hetd teased her about it and wanted 
to know why she bothered keeping onee Her answer, as 
so often, had Surprised him. 

"I like to look back and check my motivos," 
she'd said. "Issues do get so involved and I can 
never trust myself to remember whet made me do a 
certain thing at a certain time when under ordinary 
eircumstances I'D have done the exact opposito, it's 
sort of justification," she!d added laughingly. 
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Dick also remembered when she'd stopped writ- 
ing an £t.-Tnoy'a b..n ou. dancing, ۰ raring 
their first sanniverscry; they'd had a wonderful 
time, laughed hilariously at thoir own private 
jokes,and squandorod too much of his then meager 
salary. on champagne. They'd come nomo and. after 
She'd followed the nightly ritual ef writing -in 
the Little leather Dock, she'd closed it rather 
definitely and stuck it in back of The’ jowolry- 
box where it had remained. A Tow d*ys later he'd 
asked her why sho had stopped writing in it and 
again she'd leughed and said: 

"Oh, I know 211 my motives and my issues 
aren't a bit confused any more)" 

Dick had never-thoucht ariy moro sbout it 
but now he wondered just what she ment. He riffled 
through the first few pages, skimning a few lines 
hep snd there. The diary began with the beginning 
of her last year in college and ineluded the ten 
months or so that she'd worked in the hospital, 
interviewing incoming patients. lt was a mixed 
record of college dates, hospital cases, random 


observations and remarks and here and there the 


mention of a mutual friend or acquaintance. He 

enjoyed her criticisms; they were witty and to 

tho- point and he realized that she'd seldom ex- 
pressed them out loud. The thought struck Dick 

that. the diary must have'been a release for hor 
and that her putting it away for good must have 
meant quite a change in her outlook, 

1925 - her was the day they'd met in the 
railroad station- the station with the burning 
lightse 

"I went to meet Dick today", he read," and 
I just couldn't tell him, I was trying to make up 
a good speech for so long that I forgot the time 
and missed the arrival of the train. He was so 
sweet and funny when he saw me, and I think ne 
loves me so, that T changed my mind all over 
again and decided I'd marry him after all. He 
just can't seem to take care of himself and 1 
guess I'm the one to do it," 
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Memory 


This you can never take from me 
Though timo be long and cruel, 

That once we kissed beneath a bough 
Of heavy scented blooms, 

And there you whisperod promises 

Of happiness to come, 

Your love may die, as love will do, 
Or change to vague regret, 

But still I have & memory 

That (LLL not soon forget, 


Botty Irene Ivens 
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